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tone of British India is somehow healthier. The 
pecuUar status of Europeans in Native States, their 
conspiouousness, and the cognisance, not always 
devoid of espionage, which the Resident exer- 
cises over them, may be necessary, but are (as 
sometimes illustrated in Kashmir) emphatically not 
nice. 

Some of the best men I met have been un- 
mentioned. What could I have done "without my 
hosts in Travancore ? I would also have been 
badly off "without Bob Antony, from whom I 
parted with real regret and respect. The rest is 
silence. But the last name must be that of one 
"Without whom these chapters would not have been 
possible. It is that of a great gentleman, by nature 
as by position. It is that of the Diwan of Mysore, 
whose two years in Travancore are there remem- 
bered as a little Golden Age — I\Ir. V. P. Madhava 
Rao, c.i.E. 



CHAPTER XIV 


THE ADMINISTRATION OF MYSORE 

(on the wav to srALABAn) 

T HAVE been asked to give my impressions of 
the Administrations of Mysore, Cochin, and 
Travancore. For long I did not know how I could 
adequately respond to such a request. Obviously 
I cannot speak about these States ^vith the same 
fulness of loiowledge as about Kashmir. With 
regard to the great realm of Mysore, which is the 
second State in India (the area of Scotland, with 
more than the nominal popMation), but through 
which I was merely passing, I especially felt my 
inadequacy to say anything with authority. It 
was a case (as it so constantly is with us in this 
complex and varied world of India) of Keats’s 
‘ Standing aloof in giant ignorance.’ 

A week ago my ignorance about Mysore was 
extreme, if not engaging, candid and complete. 
I could not even have told what was the prevailing 
language of the country. Anything I may now tell 
will therefore be exposed to the reproach of being 
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INTRODUCTION 


T ACCEPTED Mr. Brnc-cV invitation to write a 
few words of introduction to this interesting 
volume, because I was fortunate enough to occupy for 
.some time llie post- of Briti.sli Besident in Tra van- 
core and Cochin, and have my.sclf, in tlic pages of 
English reviow.s and elsewhere, attempted to describe 
the indescribable beauties of the Malabar coast and 
the fascination of life in the only part of the Indian 
Empire which really is a mirror of ancient India. 
Here we see the conditions which prevailed before 
an^v invader violated the sacred soil of the Peninsula, 
and here linger the relations which existed in those 
days between the two sexes, and between the 
higher and the lower castes, and here we still see 
that faithful dispensation of the gifts of the gods, 
which entitles Travancorc to claim to be in very 
truth the land of charity. Indeed the motto of the 
house of the able prince who rules over this, the 
larger of the two native principalities, is ‘ Charit}'^ 
our household divinity.’ 

Here you can live on the coast beside the sound- 
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ing sea, and very loudly it does sound, in tracts of 
which the population is nearly 2000 to the square 
mile, or you can rise higher to 8000 feet, where often 
thick clouds settle down over grass and forests, 
and shroud the heights in impenetrable gloom, 
whore you can bag the wild elephant, the rare and 
magnificent bison, the tiger, and other big game. 
When the clouds lift, you can see revealed long, 
silent valleys, down which flow rivers to fertilise 
fields upon fields of rice before they are lost in the 
Arabian Sea. 

In the forests you come upon big herds of ele- 
phants who live happily in the dense recesses of the 
dark wood, rendered negotiable only by paths they 
make for themselves, enjo3nng their favourite food, 
-with a swamp on one side for a bath, and a grassy 
hill on the other for pasture. 

Tree-trunks smothered in moss, and orchids, rho- 
dodendrons bearded with lichen, grassy glades, and 
many-coloured flowers, tree ferns, elephant reeds, 
cascades, and rivers, the sight of distant hiUs, and 

‘ Valleys low where the mild whispers use 
Of shades and wanton winds and gushing brooks.’ 

Such are frequent phenomena of the march in this 
favoured land. 

But if every prospect pleases, man, and no less 
women, are by no means -vdle. In the upper class 
women enjoy an independence unknown in any 
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other part of the world, including the privilege of 
choosing and changing their own husbands, a 
privilege which they exercise with much discretion,- 
rarel}’’ divorcing a husband if he turns out at all a 
possible person. Girls of the upper class, from 
fourteen to sixteen, are exceedingly beautiful. They 
possess perfect figures, lithe, slight, and supple, yet 
not wanting in development, and they wear cos- 
tumes which modestly veil but heighten the charm 
of the wearer. Bright brown eyes, light brown skin, 
pearly teeth, and vivacious expression, go to make up 
a personality such as a classical painter, like Alma- 
Tadema, would love to paint, clad in flowing 
draperies, and moving over the tessellated pavement 
of pillared halls. 

The Administration of this favoured land is as 
good as the country is beautiful, and, for my part, 
I greatly regret that ministers from without are 
inclined to regard reform as synonymous with 
destruction of individuality. The individuality of 
the states of Travancore and Cochin is a most 
precious possession, which, once lost, will never be 
replaced in any other part of the world, or in India 
itself. Nor is it apparent why people, who are 
happy and lightly taxed, should be reformed 
whether they iviU or not, while in many respects 
these two states are ahead of British India in 
civilisation. 
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Now tluii tlio railway has j)icrccd these two 
principalities and scarred their sacred soil with iron 
bands, the traveller can, if ho wishes, sec for himself, 
and he will go away with a feeling that he has left 
behind him perhaps the most beautiful j)art of 
India. 


J. D. REES. 
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I ^inST of all, I must. oxj)rc.ss my thanks to the 
- Editors of two of the lending Anglo-Indian 
journals. The whole of the following volume, up to 
jiage 11 S inclusive, witii mo.st of the illustrations here 
reproduced, and with other.s, appeared in the ‘ Times 
of India’ a year or more ago. The three remaining 
articles, on the Administrations of the three South- 
ern {States, uiipearcd in the ‘ i\radras I^Iail ’ a little 
earlier. 

At the opposite Northern and Southern ends of 
the Indian Em])ire. lie the two rarest portions 
thereof, certainly the two Native States most 
uniqueh’’ favoured bj’' Nature. Kashmir and 
Travancoro are some 2000 miles apart as the crow 
would fly, essentially 3000 miles as one has to travel. 
It v’ciild take a week to get from one to the other, 
with the best aid of the slow Indian railways. It 
would be too much to say that their climates are 
the best and the worst in India. Kashmir has a 
quasi-European climate, decox)tive (like its people), 
and apt to turn out much less healthy than you 
thought that it was at the beginning. My entire 
stay in Malabar was but four or five weeks, or about 
as many weeks as I have lived for years in Kashmir. 
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The climate of Malabar, at least in its southern 
parts, is one trying for the strongest European 
adults, and impossible for European children. 
This difference in climate may well explain the fact 
that, while a traveller seldom appears in Travancore, 
Kashmir is thronged with visitors — about two 
thousand of them per year. But it will not wholly 
explain the difference in the popular renown of the 
two countries. Even in the world of the Arabian 
Nights, and in the earlier Chinese world, Kashmir 
had a great fame. As a result of this fact, and of 
its many visitors throughout the centuries, the 
books about Kashmir, often excellent and richly 
illustrated, are innumerable. 

I have already publicly presented the case for the 
restoration of his remaining powers to the kindly 
Maharaia of Kashmir, who is, of course, no Kash- 
miri, but the grandson of one of the more consider- 
able conquerors of the nineteenth century. He 
ascended the throne in the same year with' the 
Maharaja of Travancore, 1885. The area of his 
dominions is about that of Great Britain. It may 
here be said that, by the latest accounts, Kashmir, 
which was for so long the Paradise of the adventur- 
ous traveller, but which has long been spoiling, is 
now utterly spoiled, to the point that English 
ladies can hardly venture abroad there with safety. 
Travellers may well begin to turn their attention 
elsewhere. 

Malabar is the magical coast-land which has been 
defined as extending from Canara to Cape Comorin. 



AUTHOR’S PREFACE xvii 

This, too, has always had a peculiar, although a 
less noisy, fame. Rousseau, in a little-known pas- 
sage summing up the picturesque impressions of 
India which had reached the Europe of his day, 
speaks of ‘ les Malahars, le Mogul, les rives du 
Qange.'‘ Some of the echoes of its fame have been 
due to its peculiar customs, rightly or wrongly 
understood. In an appendix to one of the earher 
volumes of his great ‘ History of France,’ now 
seventy-five years old, Slichelet casually refers to 
Malabar as ‘ le 'pays le plus corrompu de Vlnde.^ 
When I quoted this passage to Mr. Rees, he wrote 
back : ‘ I don’t agree mth Miehelet.’ Ethnologists 
and others interested in the subject, are aware that 
Malabar actually offers some physiological pecu- 
liarities in ‘ the female form divine,’ which has 
always fiourished there. A universally learned 
German once made the Rabelaisian remark : ‘ By all 
means go to Malabar ; they have excellent dairies 
there.’ A loiowledge of German will increase the 
appreciation of this saying. 

Malabar certainly offers a social peculiarity which 
is passing strange, and fascinating as being found 
nowhere else upon this broad earth, unless among 
some South Sea savages or the like. It is a cynical 
saying, even in Europe : ‘ It is a wise child who 
knows his own father.’ In Malabar it is unnecessary, 
or at least unimportant, to Ioioav your father : it is 
your mother who counts, for all purposes of inherit- 
ance. How beautifully this system of matriarchy 
solves certain problems ! Was this the primeval 
I 
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system throughout the world, before the patri- 
arclial system arose, to deeliuc in its turn ? In 
that case Malabar is, indeed, a priceless survival 
from the earlier ages. Or have its people invented 
or develoi^cd matriarchy on their own ? I leave it 
wholly to the learned to answer these questions. In 
any event, the situation is eonsummatclj’' interesting. 

I do not write for those who cannot feel the appeal 
of the vastness and the variety of India. Tra van- 
core is, roughly, but onc-250th part, in mere area, of 
that wonderful Empire. In population, it is about 
onc-lOOth part of India. But in true interest, 
importance, and, above all, uniqueness, it is enor- 
mously more than cither of the above proportions 
would show. Its area is about that of Palestine, or 
a little less than Wales. One cannot wonder that 
successive Governors of the Ufadras Presidency 
have gloried in this gem of their dominions — as the 
Punjab especially delights in Kashmir. Sir Mount- 
stuart Grant Duff described Ti’avancore as ‘ one of 
the fairest and most interesting realms that Asia 
has to show.’ Lord Connemara, the famous, 
amorous Governor of Madi'as, called Travancore ‘ a 
fairy-land ’ — and indeed, it has much of that effect. 
Lord Curzon, Avho can always Avrite (if not govern) 
well, speaks of ‘its exuberant natural beauties, its 
old-world simplicity, and its Arcadian charm. . . . 
In one respect His Highness enjoys a peculiar 
position and responsibility, for he is the Ruler of a 
community that is stamped by wide racial differ- 
ences, and represents a curious motleyv^f religions.’ 
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The little journey here recorded took place in the 
December of 1907 and the January of 1908. It 
may he said that I chose the two months which are 
apt to be the coolest in most parts of India. But 
in this detail, as in so many other curious ways, 
Malabar differs from the normal. I was told that 
I would have found more of an approach to coolness, 
and a better climate to travel in, if I had entered 
Malabar a month or two earlier, in November, or 
even in October, just after the monsoon. Malabar 
is so charmingly out of the beaten track that the 
traveller has to find out such facts for himself. Of 
books upon the subject, at least of any printed and 
accessible in Europe, there are practically none. 

I started from Satara, in the heart of the goodly 
Maratha coimtry, which is probably the part of 
India best worth living in. Yet ‘ The Times ’ has 
lately stated that Indian sedition, which' shows 
itself the worst in Bengal, had its origin in Poona, 
the Maratha capital. The peoples and the States 
among whom I moved for the next two months were 
really on the scale of many in Europe, and quite as 
various. It is, perhaps, hard for the home-keeping 
Enghshman to realise, for example, that the Tamils 
and the Telegus, two of the peoples only casually 
mentioned in my text, are as diSerent as the Swedes 
and the S^viss, and in either case several times as 
numerous. I stopped for a fortnight in Bangalore, 
where J\'Ir. Madliava Rao administers a thriving 
land of the size of Bavaria, or Scotland, or Portugal. 
A European has called this reformer ‘ the most 
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dignified native I know.’ Another, in Travancore, 
said that wlien Madhava Rao ruled that country, 
you might go to liim with a request which he had to 
refuse, yet he so delightfully received as to leave 
his presence feeling better pleased than if you had 
gained your object. 

I am glad to bo able to present, with this volume, 
so good a map of Southern India, For me, the 
little journey has had the result of filling up those 
fascinating vacant spaces on the map, which finally 
would not let mo rest until I had investigated 
them. There are things infinitely picturesque and 
romantic in Travancore, unequalled in the world 
besides. The ruler of that State is, in a special 
sense, the King of the Elephants. His is the chief 
elephant country in India. The elephant is the 
emblem of his House, which is mentioned even in 
the Edicts of Asoka, There is no national coat-of- 
arms quite so expressive as that of Travancore, 
with its two elephants, ramping on either side of 
the conch shell which symbolises the sea. I never 
wearied of watching this emblem, whether upon 
stationery, or upon the glittering breasts of the 
peons (footmen). 

It is often said that the native sovereigns of India 
have been reduced to mere shadows. Yet there is a 
very real feudality left to them, I remember once, 
when driving tlrrough the streets of Trivandrum, 
how the friend with mo suddenly told the coachman 
to drive down a side street. The Maharaja was 
coming down the main thoroughfare. By a surviv- 
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ing custom, whicli is beginning to be resented, all 
bis subjects who may be riding or driving on such 
an occasion are expected to alight, and to stand 
humbly by the roadside while he passes. This is 
the ruler whose image is here presented, in a hand- 
some autograph portrait contributed by himself. 
Among the things which I have not had space to 
mention was an entire set of the special coins, and 
also of the special postage stamps of the country, 
which was kindly collected for me. 

This volume is absolutely without any pretension, 
save to good faith. I have set down nought in 
malice. The utmost pains have been taken to 
reach the truth, and that at first hand, not through 
the writings of others. Hardly any attempt has 
now been made to go back upon my impressions, or 
to correct the praise and the very rare blame which 
if seemed right to assign at the time. I sincerely 
trust that no legitimate susceptibilities have been 
wounded. When I left for Malabar I was assured, 
by the lughest authority, that I would be enabled 
to see things, in the way of social and family organi- 
sation, which no European had ever seen before. 
I cannot for one moment believe that this happened. 
Probably the fault was in myself, in that I was un- 
able to see what existed close around me. It is 
more than Governmental help, with goodwill on the 
part of the observer, that is required in order to 
discern many of the peculiarities in a shy and 
secretive people. There were days when my eyes 
and my brain ached with the effort of trying to see. 
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yet I felt that the essence of things liad escaped me, 
Tlie special topsy-turvydom of some arrangements 
in Malabar gives an additional effect as if of stand- 
ing upon your head. 

These licttcrs, as I have repeatedly said in the 
course of them, make no pretence of being other 
than superficial, sometimes hasty, but always lionest, 
efforts to render the strange fleeting impressions 
which surrounded me during one of the most intense 
and dehghtful months of my life. Tlie real Book of 
Malabar must be vTitten by one (preferably, for tlie 
sake of objectivity, a European) who has lived in 
the country at least twenty years, who knows 
Malayalam, and the elusive hearts of the IMalayalis, 
There are many such men, but they have not 
hitherto had time to -write. 

During the past week I have been carried anew 
to Travancore by the reading of a couple of volumes. 
A glance at these -will serve to bring the matter of 
my Letters further up to date. One of them is the 
‘ Brief Sketch of Travancore,’ given me at the time 
by the -writer, and mentioned in the text. It is 
■written in an English at once original and spirited, 
and distressingly printed, like most publications in 
India. ‘ The talented pen of IMr. J. D. Rees has 
covered -with additional charm,’ we may read here 
of Travancore, ‘ its enchanting forest glades and 
flora.’ Of a high -wind of the country, we read that 
through a certain pass ‘ it rushes forth vehemently, 
and upsets many a cart and traffic and even men.’ 
Each Maharaja of Travancore, on receiving the 
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coronation sword, lias still to declare, ‘ I will keep 
tlie sword nntil the rctnrn of my uncle ’ — ^this in 
reference to tlie raj’-sterious Perunial who once sailed 
off across the Arabian Sea, It is rather confusing, 
in all Jlalabar UTitings, to find the use of the Mala- 
bar Era, beginning in a.d, 824. 

The first English Resident in Travancore, who 
in 1805 concluded with the Maliaraja the Treaty of 
subsidiary alliance which still liolds, was Colonel 
Colin Macaulay, an uncle of the historian. IVliat 
would we not give to get hold of the IMcmoirs which 
such a man might have uwitten, in the days before 
the peculiar institutions of Malabar had begun to 
fade ! Equally, the imagination aches for some 
detailed record of a later Resident, General Cullen, 
who bore powerful sway from 1840 to 18C0, and 
whose memory is still green in the land. In the 
text which follows, I have spoken at some length of 
the sweet little Queens, or Ranis, of Travancore, 
who, by the waji-, sent the portraits here printed, 
■with their names upon the back in crabbed, childish 
English hand-writing. I have also spoken elsewhere 
of a rather rare phenomenon of untaught genius, the 
painter, Ravi Varma. But I omitted to bring out a 
connection which I hardly realised. The Brief 
Sketch shows the fine countenance of the late artist, 
and states : ‘ The Ranis are the grand-daughters of 
the celebrated Indian Artist, Mr. Ravi Varma Koil 
Tampuran, whose name stands on fame’s lofty 
pinnacle raised by the spontaneous homage of the 
enlightened aesthetic world.’ 



XXIV 


AUTHOR’S PREFACE 


The other book is the ‘ Proceedings of the Fifth 
Session of the Sri Mulam Popular Assembly of 
Travancore,’ excellently printed at the Government 
Press in Trivandrum, and lately sent me by the 
Diwan. This Assembly last met in November, 
1908. I missed its previous sitting, by a month or 
more. The Diwan has been kindly anxious that I 
should attend it at some time in the future, because 
of the wonderfully reveabng quality of its proceed- 
ings. But I am not likely to do so save in the pages 
of such a Report, which, with some knowledge of 
the place and the people concerned, quite enables 
you to see and hear the proceedings. It is a volume 
of some 125 huge pages. About a fifth part of it is 
devoted to the Address of the Diwan, or Prime 
Minister. At, the beginning of this I noted, with 
regret, the death of the gentle Diwan Peshkar of 
Quilon, towards whom I had come to feel as a friend, 
after a few interviews. As is mentioned in my text, 
he was ill the last time I passed through Quilon. 
Diabetes is, by the way, the characteristic disease 
of the educated classes in Malabar, who are stated 
seldom to live beyond the age of forty-five or forty- 
eight. 

The Address shows the hard-headed ability of the 
writer. Tliere is a guarded reference to the most 
unusual riots at Trivandrum, in June, 1908, which 
were doubtless due to Police causes. Two of the 
members also urge the reform of the Police Depart- 
ment, which is nowhere in India satisfactory. ‘ It 
was a regrettable circumstance, that, instead of 
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being the protectors of personal property, the 
policemen very often assnme themselves the position 
of aggressors. . . . There was at present no security 
of personal property in the taluk, and the people 
were spending restless nights.’ Again : ‘ The police 
obtained bribes for releasing on bail : . . . arrested 
and tortured innocent people, and wrongfully 
included rich people as accused, with a view to 
extort some money from them.’ For all that, 
Travancore is happier than most Indian lands. 
The Police in Kashmir are foully corrupt. Even in 
the stately fabric of our own rule, the Police make 
one of the weak, and even dangerous, points. 

During his first whole year of rule, the Diwan 
has converted a large standing deficit into a small 
safe surplus. All will learn with regret that in 
Travancore, of aU places, in Cocoanutcore, as it has 
been called, some blight or disease among the 
cocoanut trees is now upon the increase. Govern- 
ment ^viU do all that European science can teach to 
combat this. During the past year a separate 
Department of Agriculture has been founded, under 
the charge of a young Travancorean, who has re- 
turned to his home with a Scottish and with a' 
German doctorate. A substantial improvement is 
announced in the work of the Land Revenue Depart- 
ment during 1908. Credit is thus given to the 
Diwan Peshkars and to the Tehsildars, in place of 
the blame wliich was awarded them the year before, 
and which is quoted in my text. 

At the first, it rather overwhelms the imagination 



xxvi AUTHOR’S PREFACE 

to think of a Popular Assembly being in full exist- 
ence in the most remote and primeval of Indian 
lands. This volume, which permits , of being read 
with interest from cover to cover, can leave no 
further room for doubt about the civilisation which 
prevails in Malabar. Yet the constitution and the 
working of the Assembly show that, however 
genuinely popular it may be, it is neither legislative, 
executive, nor widely representative. No such 
body would for a moment satisfy the demands of 
the ill-conditioned modern agitators in British 
India ! Not even under the monarchy of Louis 
Philippe could the franchise have been upon a 
narrower basis. In order either to elect or to be 
elected, a person has, essentially, to have a yearly 
income of 3000 rupees, or £200 — a figure which 
represents far more in India than in England. , With 
the aid of nominated members, and of some fancy 
franchises, the number of members may be as high 
as 100. Last November it was but 82. A member 
must give notice as to the subject he wishes to 
speak upon, and no member may .speak upon more 
than two subjects. 

The object of the Assembly is defined as being 
‘ to elicit non-ofiicial public opinion,’ therefore no 
Government servant can either vote or be returned. 
The members do not answer each other, still less do 
they vote, or express any united opinion. In addi- 
tion to the day devoted to the Diwan’s speech, the 
Assembly sat but for three and a half days last 
November. Such a thing as an Opposition is not 
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di’eamt of. The typical procedure is for a member, 
less often for several members, to speak briefly ; 
then to receive the Diwan’s reply, wliich is always 
final. He speaks with great courtesy, but his 
position is dommatmg. Sometimes there is an un- 
mistakable ring in the answer, as thus, ‘ The sug- 
gestion to organise a Council to help the Diwan does 
not commend itself to His Highness’ Government.’ 

Even in urging an expansion of the scope of the 
Assembly, a member spoke of it as having been ‘ a 
spontaneous gift ’ of the Maharaja. In his reply, the 
Diwan spoke of the steady expansion wliich the 
Assembly had undergone during the four years of 
its existence, and of the moderation always shown 
in its deliberations. ‘ I would strongly advise you 
to leave the matter there, in His Highness’ hands. 
Tlie authority which brought the Assembly into 
being may well be trusted to develop it on safe and 
sound lines.’ In his concluding speech, the Diwan 
speaks of his desire ‘ to know from the people them- 
selves their wants and aspirations.’ The Assembly 
has already had an important share in regulating 
the work of the Travancore Government. ‘ Mfliat 
does matter is the recognition by us that questions 
raised by you have to be met.’ For the rest, in the 
course of the proceedings, we see the paltry Ma- 
hommedan community, even in Travancore, exhibit- 
ing that touchiness in religious matters which is 
so sure to give offence, but which Moslems have 
always known how to make superlatively offensive. 
What troubles them now is the handling of the 
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Koran in courts by non-Mahommedans, ‘ Accord- 
ing to tlieir religious injunctions, even the Mabom- 
medans could not touch the book when they were in 
a polluted state.’ 

More serious wrongs, picturesque abuses, ‘ old, 
unhappy, far-off things,’ upon which we must not 
here linger, are indicated in representations as to 
the disabilities of Native Christian converts in the 
matter of inheritance, and of ‘ satrom ’ accommoda- 
tion when travelling ; and specially, as to the dis- 
abilities, in the matter of education, of the very 
large and depressed community of toddy-drawers, 
known as Elavas, or Tiahs. Such things can hardly 
be discussed without exciting passionate sympathy ; 
and they once abounded in Travancore. Even at 
the latest date, the Diwan had to adliere to the 
decision that the Sanskrit College and another in- 
stitution must still remain closed to Elavas. Tra- 
vancore was casually referred to as being, which is 
undeniable, less orthodox than Cochin. The reme- 
dying of such things must be left in the hands of 
those who best understand them. For very special 
reasons, in the two Malabar States, it is necessary 
to remember the old wise maxim about not stirring 
up the waters of Lake Camarina — ne quieta movere. 

I have also been reading one of the more recent 
French books on India, with the strange title of 
‘Le Mamoul,’ by Paul Mimande (Juven). Al- 
though several of the very best books about India 
have been written by Frenchmen, this is a queer 
book, which is not to be praised. As far as Malabar 
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is concerned, the miter seems merely to have 
glanced at jMahe, the trivial French settlement on 
that coast. He is so incrediblj'- slipshod in liis 
mental processes, as actuall}’’ to mix up the well- 
knov'n matriarchy of JIalabar vith the polyandiy 
of the Himala3’^as, of •which, again, he saw notliing 
at fii'st hand. This is an example of the sort of 
misconstruction to which the Malabar people are 
sometimes subjected, and which thej'^ have a light 
to resent bitterly’’. 

The truth would seem to be, that it is as a sex, 
and not as an individual, that woman holds so 
strong a position in ]\Ialabar. She is honoured and 
invaluable as the channel of inheritance. But per- 
sonalh’-, she is a good deal kept under, and by no 
means alloived, at least in Ti'avancore, all the alleged 
libert}'- with Avhich the lascivious imaginations of 
outsiders have surrounded her. She may escape 
the domination of her husband, but not the domi- 
nation of that joint-family system, wliich, merely 
modified in a matriarchal sense, is here, perhaps, 
stronger than anjnvhere else in India. This system 
of lifelong family guardiansliip is expressed by a 
long word, Marumakhathayam, which I have not 
once used in the text, though it is often seen in the 
Indian journals. This control, beneficial on the 
whole, or at least during the past, is exercised, 
sometimes harshly enough, by an elected head of the 
family, generally the senior uncle. Against this 
there has been much recent revolt, as to which I am 
not competent to judge. The casual traveller. 
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however keen may be liis own interest in things seen, 
ought, in good faith, to try to avoid going beyond 
his depth, or making rash pronouncements upon 
matters which arc of vital concern to millions of 
human beings. 

My tour through the Malabar States made me 
acquainted with a far greater number than I could 
have supposed existed, of descriptive official pub- 
lications, most of them very well ‘ gotten-up,’ as 
the Americans say. Not one of these is easily 
accessible in Europe. While abounding in interest- 
ing matter, they are not udthout the quality of 
aridity. They are certainly too ‘ meaty ’ for most 
readers, even could these get at them. Pre-eminent 
among such works is one which I have warmly 
praised in the text, namely, the ‘ Travancore State 
Manual’ of my venerable friend IMr. Nagam Aiya. 
This would be a treasure-house for European eth- 
nologists, if they but Imew of it, while it might well 
pay a London publisher to bring out a reasoned 
abridgment of it. I was much tempted to double 
or treble the length of my present volume by adding 
liberal reductions from Nagam Aiya. But they 
would have remained accretions. Such a process, 
while increasing the intrinsic interest of this little 
volume, would have hurt its unity. 

But except for heavy official publications, I have 
to come back to my original impression, that smgu- 
larly little, either popular or literary, has been 
written about Malabar. If such books exist, they 
have not reached my - hands. Of a high literary 
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quality, I know only the quarter part of an other- 
wise dull book by Loti, and the too few, scattered 
writings about Malabar Avhich ]\Ir. Rees may some 
day be persuaded to colleet. 

In this Preface I have hardlj’^ mentioned Cochin. 
But it aUII be found to oecupy quite its proportion- 
ate jilace in the text. It is a jolty little State, with 
one formidable di’awback. Cochin is rightly proud 
of being absolutely the most flourishing spot, and 
one of the loveliest, in all huge India. But it has 
developed a unique horror in what is often called 
Cochin Leg (elephantiasis). In contrast to so many 
Indian States, which are of the size of European 
kingdoms, Cochin is about as large as an average 
English county. Mflien the cultured vdfe of its 
Diwaii was last in England (where she was presented 
at Court bj’’ IMi's. Gladstone), she found it useless to 
tiy to make her friends understand the difierence 
between the State of which her husband had just 
taken charge, and the French Indo-China. The 
Raja of Cochin is a ICing of Yvetot, fabulously 
ancient and sacred, with sometliing of Byzantine 
pretensions. He would scorn to be called Mahai'aja 
(Great Raja), and is realty more important than 
most IMaharajas, who are often of yesterday. 
Equally, the Sire de Coucy was proud of being 
neither Prince nor Duke ; while there are peculiarly 
swagger English Earls who would not accept a 
dukedom. Another unique thing about Cochin is 
its pitiful Httle community, alleged to be thousands 
of years old, of Wliite and of Black Jews. These 
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have) long had a world-wide renown which they 
Bcnrcoly dcHcrv'c. That in one of the fascinating 
thing.*) ahont Malahav, that, within a moderate corn- 
pa.ss you conic upon .so nuinj* dot nils which arc 
unique or siqiorlalivo, iinnmtchcd in the world 
bo.sidc.s. 

About British Malabar, a land of nqiutcd enchant- 
ment, whoso fair women, now .stated to be largely 
Kuropean in blood, are widely scattered over 
Southern India, T regret tliat T can say nothing. 
Iluring 1008 some attention was drawn to Travan- 
corc bj' the visits of three distingui.shcd guests, the 
Metropolitan of India, Sir Arohibald Hunter, and 
Lord Kitchener. 

I may bo allowed to bring .still further up to date 
the vivid little world which I have tried to present 
in these pages, by quoting a few .scntcncc.s from a 
letter just received from Travancore : ‘ The Liwan 
prospers, and is doing solid work. His New Year 
C.I.E. is an acknowledgment of genuine administra- 
tive talent, marvellous tact, unfailing courtesy, and 
untiring energy. . . . The Diwan’s “ driving power ” 
is felt in every department of the State service, and 
his vigilance is unsleeping. . . . ]Mr. V. P. ]Madhava 
Rao has had no further honours. He certainly’’ de- 
serves all that the Government could give him, for 
ho is really my highest ideal of an Indian gentleman. 
There is famine in Mysore, and I do not think he 
wll retire this year, as he intended. . . . Nagam 
Aiya has turned aged in an alarmingly sudden 
fashion. Ho is now a negligible quantity in the 



AUTHOR’S PREFACE xxxiii 

eyes of the time-servers of the State. The little 
Senior Rani has grown into a very eharming person- 
age. Her beauty is undeniable. For the rest, we 
stagnate. Indian Unrest does not eoneern us.’ 

Tlie follovnng pages vnll be found to contain a far 
larger number of parentheses than would be advis- 
able upon strictly literaiy grounds. These are 
chiefly exjflanations, inserted for the benefit of 
readers in England, of words or of references which 
arc familiar to Anglo-Indians. It has seemed better 
to be too explicit rather than not explicit enough — to 
dot every ‘ i,’ and to cross every ‘ t.’ With the same 
motive, I will here collect a few of the more indis- 
pensable c.xplanations. Careless folk in England 
must, please, by no means confound the words 
Brahmo and Brahman. A Brahmo is a member of 
the liberal Brahmo Samaj organisation which has 
now been happily leavening Indian life for eighty 
years past. Save for some phases of missionary 
work, it is the most hopeful thing that India con- 
tains, among so many tilings unhopeful. The word 
Brahman too often means the very opposite, ex- 
pressing mere obscurantism. Brahmanism must 
needs be hated, so far as it connotes priestcraft. 
But it also, and very often, connotes something 
which it is hard not to sympathise with, namely, a 
trained and hereditary intellectualism, which is yet 
dreadfully given to exploiting all other classes. 
The word Diwan (often spelt Dewan) means the 
Prime IVIinister of a Native State. A Tehsildar is 
the local subordinate magistrate, with a jurisdiction 
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()f a fow hundred nquaro miles, who is found all over 
British and Native India, generally hy that name, 
yet- called Mamlatdar in the Bombaj- Presidency, 
and Amildar in Mysore. A * tnluhn,’ or ‘ taluk,’ is 
the sub-district nded by a Tehsildar, A Diwan 
Pc.shknr.in the I^Ialabnr States, is the ndministrnlorof 
a group of a good many sub-districts, and nominally 
corresponds to a Collector in British territory. An 
undccoratcd British Resident in a Native State can, 
as I have known in several cases, if it comes to a 
crisis, forbid a given salute or marriage in the nding 
famil}', or even determine the removal of his powers 
from a Maharaja. This i.s the Service, the Indian 
Political, which (outside of Malabar) is most often 
accused of har.shnc.^s and of swollen head, 

A rupee, it mn3’ be added, Is sixtcenpence, though 
practically moaning a good deal more, while fifteen 
rupees arc a pound. An anna is a pennj', although, 
again, signifjdng more. 

Finally, I must renew mj’ thanks to His Highness 
Rama Varma, g.c.s.i., o.c.i.e., Maharaja of Travan- 
corc, who was my host during the greater part of 
the joiumej^ here recorded. 

HENRY BRUCE. 


Pi.YjiouTH, April, 1{)09. 
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• PLEASANT IIANGALOIIE: PHASES OK INDIAN LIFE 

I HAVE sjjcnt ten or tvelve days in Bangalore, 
drinking in information at every pore, yet 
seeing few of llie things which Europeans ordinarily 
see. I can therefore say little of the European life 
of tlie place — nor would it be desired if I could. 
The trivialities of society will find no record here. 
But I can no longer wonder at the pojjularify of 
Bangalore as a European residence. The air is said 
always to have a certxain quality of coolnes'.-. even 
in April and i\^a3^ In December it is ocrtainlv 
delicious, distinctlj’ cooler than on the W'esteni side 
of India. But the coolness alwa^'s stops short of 
the point where either great-coats or fire-place- are 
required. Shivering old Anglo-Indians have been 
knouTi to prefer Bangalore to Ooty {Ootacarnund, 
the famous South Indian sanatorium, on the 
Nilgiris) as an all-the-j’car residence, declaring that 
Ooty is too cold. 

Possibly the preference is hcfpcei nut bv the 
superior cheapness of life in Bangalore. For two 

B 
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1)|<- ■ i‘ui;' I t\tr {n ji<* niiifHl h‘rf, if not flir!'-'’. 

'rilcri' i'. th" ill'- '.iiu' i‘f roinji ir.i.? iv*' < 

Of {>,!! Inri-O' nu'f pfru » fti fu'ii;'., f'.isnj'isfors' 

in |il Illiisidy Ih'’ t. ■ ill'T'- l- ilH' 

nntkf '. ii".f'jf iifr*' ft-U tli<' S'tf:h jin-sfy huiu.'i- 

lov.'ii, I>()ih titi n jnodrit atu! t.n n (.'vry«- : r.ai 

.'■til! f>!' hiul At rat*- i If •• flinn tho *>f W'r tern Infiia, 
j-tTf Uly If > thnn tin* *• *>f tin- .\*»r{Si. f Imv’c lifiinl 
n man liavnit: t«* ji.iy U'.” nipf ;; (£7) 

n month fur ‘u • imill h»)U“-.’ ()n the *>th'-r hnti'l, 

soinftUitiJt iiuitf fh-cftit rim! rittrafliv*- f-an !><• hn*! 
fur 'Jo rniwf i. 

Hut Hrinyalurf i-f gfttint: <'-(>n!'f-tf*l. A!‘Out the 
.•mtuf prupurtinn huifl-i in rf'MV*! (*> fo-rvant',’ ‘■aiarif.--. 
Aft< r the Wf-4 and tin- Nurlli, *>ni- i-r nmay.fd to 
hear of j^f-rvant-*, ami puud onf-r, at (» nml S riipcoa 
(al)out half a pound) a muntii. A man from lian- 
j'uon lolls, in conlrasl, how ordinary st-rvants 
oommonly oo-l 22 or 2a ruja-os. 'rhis groat hlrssing 
of c'heajincss liolds yc-t mon> strikingly in regard to 
native life, about which I intend chiefly to sjioak. 

Then there is the blessing of space. This i.s a 
noble ble.ssing. The 13A srpmre mile.s of Bangalore 
cantonments are laid out upon a grandiose .«ealc. 
The road.s are avenues. The snialle.st bungalow 
has soinothing of a compound. In the larger 
premises ifis a far cr^', literally a good walk for an 
invalid, from the house to the back hedge. The 
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same principle seems to hold in the bungalows. 
I am astonished at the scale of space allowed, oven 
in the ])oorcr ones — at. the height of ceiling, the 
breadth of rooms. This becomes still more notice- 
able in the cheap and hoalthj’^ settlement of White- 
fields, 12 miles away, of which I shall speak. 

This liberality of scale is not necessitated by the 
climate, as on the plains of Madras. And it seems 
to extend even to the native houses, few of which 
can be called mere huts. Yet a pleasant breeze is 
almost alwa 5 ^s blowing over these fair uplands, 
3000 feet and more above the sea. It is to be hoped 
that Bangalore will expand by way of out-settle- 
ments, or bj' anj'’ other way, rather than by the 
sacrifice of her stately spaces. For a Sanitary Com- 
missioner tells me that already things are not as 
healthy here as they seem, or as the}’- ought to be. 
There is trouble about the water supjfiy ; and a 
tendency to malaria, ns well as to certain epidemics. 

Another blessing, allied to that of space, is 
silence. This is largelj”^ explained by the big bunga- 
lows and compounds of Bangalore. That most 
loathsome of all things, the unasked propinquity 
of one’s fellow-creatures, can here be escaped more 
easily than in most large stations. For propinquity 
almost invariably means the trouble of noise. 
Emile Paguet, in revieufing a Life of Beethoven, 
lately spoke of how many literary men Avould wel- 
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come tlio deafness which crushed the composer ! 
But in Bangalore there would be the least possible 
occasion for such flippancy. The measured tramp, 
tramp, of the big carriage horses sometimes seems 
rather to beat into one’s brain. But there is little 
else to complain of. The Diwan (Prime Minister) 
has suggested that the quiet, even of the native 
city of Bangalore, may be due to the fact that 
there is no manufacture, and little trade. Even 
hereabouts the people are mostly farmers. But I 
have thought to go deeper, and have wondered 
whether the Canarese people are not naturally 
quieter than the Marathas. 

This is a large question ; and, like all questions 
of race, fascinating. The Canarese, as I shall show, 
enjoy a larger measure of practical prosperity to- 
day than do the Marathas. They are cleaner, 
quieter, more civil. Yet to be among them in- 
creases one’s respect, in a way, for the adventurous, 
far-flung Maratha race. The Maratha Brahman — 
it is not always a nice type to deal with, nor one 
loved by British rulers. But to this day much of 
Southern India is administered, as it has long been, 
by this type. Out of 20 Diwans, who have governed 
in Travancore during about a century past, 14 have 
been Maratha Brahmans. Perhaps we must admit 
them to have, like the Turks, some natural gifts 
for organisation and for rule. ‘ Their faithless 
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cioalings \vi(h fricml;^ and with foes,’ says Kislcy. 
Oh. well, they have tiunfcd me haiulsoniel}' enough 
in r^Iysore .State, where also they largely hear rule. 
Tiic public service is packed with them, specially 
at the (op. 

Wlio, in the native habitat, of the Maraihas, 
stops to remember .Shivaji’.s brother Vynnlcaji, and 
the oolotiy which he led to Tanjore '! '.riiat colonv, 
with its strict, endogamy, its clear-cut. features, and 
its light comple.vion. cherishing Marathi as its 
family sjieee.h, has furnished an indecent proportion 
of the administrator.s of (he .Soiith. At a recent 
date Marathi was (he oflieial language of My.sorc. 
Raja .‘^ir '1'. Madhava Rao (1828-1891), widel.v 
admitted (n be (ho greatest of native administra- 
tors, greater even than .Sir .Slicsliadri Iyer, was of 
that Tanjore colony. The .State Government of 
Mysore consists of (he Diwan, drawing >1000 rupees 
a month, and two Councillors, with less than 2000 
ru])ccs each. 'J’hcsc three really make the Jlinistry. 
The Diwan, ]Mr. V. P. Madhava Rao, of wliom 1 
shall hero .say little, although ho has shown me 
mo,st that I have seen, i.s a I\Iaratha Brahman of 
Tanjore, 

The First Councillor, l\Ir. Ananda Rao, is the 
only surviving son of Sir T. Madhava Rao. lie is, 
by the way, a litcraiy man. He has rich materials, 
and hopes, in due time, to bring out such a Life of 
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liis father as has never yet been published of an 
Indian statesman. In contrast the Canarese people 
seem to be singularly little fitted, as yet, to assert 
themselves in any way except as cultivators. In 
Sir. Ananda Rao’s house, just now, I saw, for the 
first time, a good picture of Sir T. Sladhava Rao. 
I was struck with the Hindu quality, and more, of 
the face. Here was a congener, not exactly of 
Shivaji, but of the earlier Peishwas and their abler 
Slinisters — of those Poona statesmen, in short, 
whom Mr. Kincaid has studied. 

The foulness of beggary seems to be hardly 
known in Bangalore cantonments. A word may 
be said for the old-established Cubbon Hotel, in 
half a dozen detached bungalows. Its strong point 
is the big, aiiy rooms, and plenty of them. The 
piaster in Bangalore houses, somehow, does not 
seem to peel ofi as in Western India. Stucco, here, 
has almost the solidity of stone. It is said to be 
due to an admixture of sea-sheU in the material. 
My friends tell me that I ought to be at the swagger 
hotel of Bangalore, where everything is superlatively 
up-to-date. But I do not believe I could there 
have had the same space and quiet. 

Mysore State also has the reputation of being 
superlatively up-to-date. I have heard an Executive 
Engineer, from a British district, grumbling that 
the Mysore Government sends its engineers about 
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t1)0 t'i.mifrv in rrally pn'filahU' (rid;, 

v.hiih l!i<' liu’!i‘h (Jovi-rmiU’Mt Iuim ni»( yet <'nnL'li(- 
<*n (o, ()ji jltf I?o!n!>ay it .'a-rins (<» lit‘ hcyin- 
uiu;* I'i fl<i (?;!■', (<•> M'riH- for <>flit'('r!'' 

fht* 3 <': 'iVi,r jnany <(!;■* rio.-;. 

ItANCAI.np.):; A Mnivut IXSCKrH* 'N 

A hrirhi Niiiiclav tnorniiip. ^^lr^p(■:nl wca- 
slnr; .a pi.'.wrful Dainili-r r-ar, ^si^)l (wo yrnia! 
oS'ir/r- of l!i<< .'^■(ato (orio of tlioin .’!,;;ain from 
'i’a.'ije'rr). 'i’iio o)>j( -tivo »■: .a typical talulia (‘(‘litre, 
.an admit toslly r.itbi r favour. able It i‘; 

c:il!cd Aiiibnl. It i-; .a town of four or live thou- 
caiid inliabitant mi the .‘‘'’tate border. -I mihs 
from Ibuiealore. An hour out, .> (itm.-thinir mma' 
than Jill hour tin re, at) hour b.-id;. So this in the 
(.’;Uiare-e rt*untry.> ide ! It i;> ‘ niaidnii-niululch.' in 
the Mar.atlii jihr.c^e ivhic'li i> nl-o med lure, it i.*; 
ei'Mainly pretty le- .'-ludi h’vel eountyv e.ui be. 
A fe.atun' i‘- tlu* be.iutiful w.'iVhide nvenue'^. hiruely 
of manu'o tre<*'. Thi^ i?: a very fertile hand, but n 
little hard-up for water, which i.-' .•.(ored in (aiihs : 
river..; are !‘umewh.i( to 'cdc. 'J’he road, (‘X(]ui.‘;i((dy 
rn:id(\ jiru^^ei over n K(*etion of Salem di.‘'‘tri(‘t. 

Anikal is a wid(‘spread town, with amjile .spaces, 
humming with <|uict prosperity. \Vo nliehted at 
the disjiensary, where there wa.s not a .‘(iii^Ic jiaticnt, 
Jt was a pleasant hou.«e in a compound, served 1)^' 
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0 medical assistant who rises to 00 rupees a montli, 
and by a trained midwife on 15 rupees (£1), That 
last personage, if widely scattered throughout the 
i\Inratha country where slie is not liked, miglit he 
the means of saving so many lives ! On another 
da}', in a village of 1000 inhabitants, I found an 
equal medical establishment, which served a good 
manj' lesser places as well. 

On that Sunday morning we were quickl}' joined 
by the Amildar, a ver}' young, picked man. In the 
State there arc, in all, OS Amildars, corresponding 
to our i\ramlatdar3 or Tchsildars. The ])ay of their 
grade ranges from I GO rupees to 250 rupees. An 
Amildar is a little Raja within his domain of a few 
hundred square miles. He has therefore many 
temptations to corniption, which are resisted, not 
inv'ariably, but on the whole more successful!}* 
than by similar officials in British territory. Amil- 
dars in jMysore are seldom second-class, and never 
first-class, magistrates. The standard of upright- 
ness is said to be singularly liigher among the corre- 
sponding judiciary. 

On this occasion we went pretty well over the 
tovTi vath the Amildar, followed at a little distance 
by a perfectly quiet crowd. I have noticed the 
great simplicity of the relations here between the 
officials and the people. They are undemonstrative 
almost unto baldness, with none of the kow-towing 
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and stand-to-attention cxjiectcd in many quarters. 
It probably' makes for efTcctivcncss, and for the 
keeping in toucli •with the people. Tiie Canarese 
i^eople arc said to be very easy to govern, seldom 
quarrelling, save rarelj' wlicn drunk in the evening. 

At Anikal the Amildar lived in an e.vcellent house 
witli a wide compound, liired at some absurd rent 
of 8 or 9 rupees a month ; I noticed, as also else- 
where, a feature which tlic archaeologists may 
exjdain. In the centre of the roof is a rectangular 
opening for the rain water, which is received in a 
pleasant little tank, of corresponding shape, just 
below. Is not this what the ancient Romans had, 
and called ‘ impluvium ’ ? 

Two da 3 ^s later I was taken out in another direc- 
tion, to a large village called Velahanka. Here ve 
saw, among other things, the village schoolhouse, 
winch had cost 3000 rupees. The girls’ school, as 
always, was the more interesting. In a \dllage of 
1000 people, 100 jmungsters were attending school, 
a quarter of them being little girls. The Mysore 
people are not specially intelligent or literate. In 
this respect they are behind Travancore, and several 
British provinces. Their blessings of good rule and 
of prosperitj'^ come to them largely from above, 
and from outside. 

This wonderful system of rule was the work of 
Englishmen, between 1831 and 1881. But it is 
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stated to be now even better carried on, certainly 
more cheaply, and perhaps more sympathetically, 
by Indians. I also hear that even the Model State 
is slowly swinging back into Indian slackness. This 
may be true of the larger movement. But, imme- 
diately, things are far more efficient now, under 
Madhava Rao, than they were under his predecessor 
a few years back. 

Running together the impressions of those two 
days, here are some of the broad results. The 
Canarese people seem to be greatly more prosperous 
than their Maratha neighbours. This certainly 
holds about housing and clothing. I was amazed 
at the standard of domestic decency and cleanliness 
among the quite common people, with incomes of 
6 or 8 rupees per family. The town and village 
roads are enormously better than in the Maratha 
country, and also better, I am told, than in the 
Tamil country. Every corner of a street or of a 
courtyard here seems swept. There seem to be 
none of those offensive sights undeniable in a 
Maratha village. The humblest Canarese houses 
look to be human and decent habitations, often 
with little signs of some money to spare. I could 
live in some of these houses myself, if brought to 
it ; whereas I would snuff out quickly enough in 
either a Kashmiri or a Maratha dwelling. 

I recall the spacious, clean premises, with a weU 
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in the courtyard, of a- weaver family, earning in all 
25 rupees. A potter’s house had man,y plants in 
flower-pots before it, vdth some framed pictures on 
the walls. Yet the plague enters even here : many 
houses have been unhaiDpily emptied by death. 
The Canarese people are neatly, completely, clothed. 
A naked child is seldom seen. This is only in part 
explained by the greater cold here. It is an eco- 
nomic fact, which counts for a good deal in Western 
India, that practicallj’^ no child under five needs 
ai\y clothing. 

In clothes and in houses the Canarese peojile are 
clearlj’- ahead. But thej'^ cannot be ahead all along 
the line. I suspect that they are behindhand in 
the quality of their food, though they all get a 
bellyful. The ‘ bazari ’ and the ‘ zondhali ’ of the 
AYestern side make a sweet, if not very digestible, 
bread, which manj^ Europeans fike to nibble at. 
Neither of these grains is linovm here. The general 
food of the people is ‘ raji,’ called ‘ natsani ’ in the 
Maratha country. It is made, not into ‘ bhakars ’ 
or fiat cakes, but into balls of varying size. Now, 
‘ natsani ’ is a rough grain which ordinarj'^ people 
scorn to eat on the Western side. It is there used 
only by baclcAvard jJeople in isolated valleys, and 
the hke. 

I failed to get any ‘ raji ’ or ‘ natsani ’ to taste, 
though it was promised me. ‘ Impossible ! ’ was 
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one answer : ‘ It would mean sudden death.’ 

Another officer says it alway.s giv’cs him diarrhoea 
to taste ‘ raji.’ Can tlie inferior pliysique of the 
people be due, in addition to their Dravidian race, 
to sueh food ? This grain now sells at over 30 seers 
l)er rupee. Little rice is licre eaten. Yet, as one 
of them remarked, all the Mysore officers arc caters 
of rice, which is a more intellectual food. Contrast 
■ndth this Edison’s clever remark, made, however, 
before the Russo-Japanese War : ‘ If 3mu cat rice, 
you vail think rice.’ 

Of the looks of the people here there is little 
room for doubt. The men, carefully dressed, arc 
often decent enough appearing. But the women 
jiresent an almost total absence of good looks. 
Many a little girl has a nice face, wholesome and 
attractive rather than pretty ; you would like to 
get acquainted with her. But she vdll grow up 
into a mere Dravidian woman, with twisted fea- 
tures. Yet, as ethnologists have often remarked, 
there is a certain brief period when even Dravidian 
girls may have a fleeting charm, due to youthful 
freshness and good nature. In this land, so highly 
favoured by nature, the predominance of the Mara- 
tha Brahmans almost seems an assertion of racial 
supremacy. Eor the rest, sedition is here a distant 
echo, the meaning of which is hardly grasped. The 
Mahomedans are now looked down upon where 
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Hyder Ali once ruled.' I have noted, and have 
plainly said, that the rulers of Mysore State, so 
far advanced in executive and intellectual arts, are 
socially backAvard. 

The better people here use faultless Enghsh, free 
from the subtle absurdities of Bengal speech ; they 
have no need to fear the shafts of Mr. Anstey. 
But Hinduism rules here AAuth a harshness and in- 
tolerance unknown in the North. I rubbed my 
eyes, and long could not reahse that the Kala Pani 
superstition (forbidding Hindus to cross the sea) 
is still vital in South India. It prevented Sir 
T. Madhava Rao and Ramiengar from visiting 
England a generation ago ; to this day it badgers, 
if not ruins, many a promising career. The en- 
lightened State must have European training. 
Young men are expensively supported abroad, and 
on their return sometimes expelled from caste 
for it. I must not speak of delightful intercourse 
Avith a dozen of the higher State officials. Little 
oases in the social waste are any Brahmo Samaj 
famihes, Avith the fine, fearless attitude towards fife 
of their often cultured women. 

A final motor trip included Whitefields and 
several orphanages. The orphans are very broAvn, 
illustrating the sa3dng : ‘ God made the native, but 
Tommy made the Eurasian.’ At a large girls’ 
school, nothing was so pretty as the romping de- 
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light of some of ilio hoarders in the motor. It 
absolutely must bo brought in, and tideen round 
niul round the big jinMuiso.s, until nil Iho girls had 
hud a. ride, and many of them several. 

Whitefields is on a breezy, barren little ])lateau, 
] 2 miles from Bangalore, and somewhat higher. It 
is superlatively healthy, dull and cheap. Near 50 
bungalows are occupied exclusively by old pen- 
sioners, of a certain grade. Something of a house, 
with some furniture, can here bo had for 15 rupees 
(£1) a month ; a fair house for 25 rupees ; a 
swagger one for 40. One might do worse than end 
uj) at Whitefields. 
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CIIAPTICII I 

INLANJ) COCHIN 

‘ rrUIAT oliarniiiig land wlncli Iravcllcrs never 
Malabar has been called. 

Already 1 am informed, villi regret, that thi.s 
is beginninir (o be no loncer vhollv true. The 
bloom has just begun to wear oil’ i\Ialabar; but 
much yet remains. The .stci)s of the globe-trotter 
proper arc a.s yet almost unknown here. So true is 
this, that it is well-nigh imjiossible to get a modern 
account of Malabar wliich is at once adequate and 
popular. Notliing e.vists comparable to Sir Walter 
Lawrcnce’.s ‘ Vallc 3 ’ Kashmir.’ Tiiero seems even 
to be no good volume of recent travels, such as 
the delightful book which was directh’ the means 
of talcing mo to Kashmir, IMiss Doughty’s ‘Afoot 
through the Kashmir Valley.?.’ 

Making a jilunge in mj' ignorance, I paid a pound 
for this 3 "ear’.s (11)07) edition of Murray’s Indian 
‘ Handbook.’ Surol 3 ' this would give at least a 
proportionate space to Malabar, and speciallv to 
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Travancore! I had long been fascinated by the 
thought of that isolated, sea-washed kingdom, at the 
opposite end of the continent from Kashmir, with 
the conchshell for its picturesque emblem. Kerala, 
the sacred land of palms, the country lifted up, at 
Heaven’s command, from the ocean waves ! 

‘ Travancore,’ it has been said, ‘ is a Heaven for 
the Brahmans, and for all other people a Hell.’ 
It could not be as bad as that. But one had heard 
from afar of its ^vild beauty of sea and mountain, 
its infinitely curious matriarchal system grafted 
upon Brahmanical institutions, its fair women with 
their antique freedom of dress and of manner. 
Several years ago, in the lovefiest spot of Kashmir, 
I had been transported by the poetical and exag- 
gerated account of Travancore in Loti’s book with 
the cheeky title, as I call it (‘ L’Inde, sans les 
Anglais ’), to which I shall have occasion to recur. 
In the new Imperial Gazetteer of India, too, there 
is an inspiring paragraph about Malabar scenery 
by Sir Thomas Holdich, whom nobody can re- 
member as having visited the country. 

Where should one find a reasoned abridgment of 
this and much more, the wisdom of the wise done 
up in portable doses, for the use of the foolish, if 
not in the latest Murray ? The book was dearly 
bought. Incredible as it may seem, the words 
Travancore and Trivandrum are not once mentioned 
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in it. Hold, I have it ! The word ‘ Trevandrum,’ 
for which I was looking, must be spelt with an ‘ i,’ 
in the correct modern way, thus : Trivandrum. 
Alas ! even thus it does not exist. 

There are 34 routes up and down India given 
in Murray, including some to places without rail- 
» ways, such as Kashmir. But Travancore is not 
there. Cochin, where the railway ends, is given, 
to the extent of two pages. It is apparently the 
]umping-off place, ‘ at the wild end of things.’ Not 
only do globe-trotters not go beyond, but it is at 
once evident why not. There are no places for 
them to stop in. They would not know their way 
thither, or the way about. 

Save as a guest of the State, one would be ho- 
where in Travancore. Up to the end, with special 
provision made that I should in any case fall upon 
a soft mattress, I was nervous about this dropping 
off from the known world into the unloio'wn. It 
was the utter strangeness of things in Cochin and 
beyond, the charming topsyturvydom altogether, 
that was disconcerting. In vain I was assured that 
human life went on here as elsewhere, that, for one 
thing, ‘ Trivandrum is a much more intellectual 
place than Bangalore.’ The passing strangeness 
remained. It was much the same the first time I 
went to Kashmir, though here there was no such 
arduous journey involved, 
c 
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Here, and (hroughoid. Cochin, I noted that the 
extreme luxuriance was cvcrywliere held in hand. 
It is never uncontrolled, it nowhere degenerates into 
jungle. 'I’hc neatness of the ]}acked landscape, of 
the roads, of (he dainty little bungalow.s which are 
in reality native hou.sc.s, i.s wonderful. 0, but those 
abounding jialnis ! ‘ All the hairs of thy head are 
numbered,’ used to be said of (hem in Bombay. 
'Fhe ])alms are not numbered here. In my life I 
had not seen so many as 1 saw that forenoon. 

Tiiere is such a thing as British Itlalabar, though 
we are too a])t to lo.so sight of the fact. I was re- 
minded of it last, year by a pleasant man who was 
encamped beside mo in Kashmir. He used to insist 
on my visiting the countrj', with the life of which 
he was greatly in love. Yet the only lilalabar he 
knew was the British districts. At Shoranur the 
line di^•idc.'^, The regular train proceeds north- 
wards, ‘ all along the dclectuble Malabar Coast,’ ns 
Sir George Birdwood writes. I must reserve that 
golden shore for the end of this trip, or for another 
trip. Jlurray gives it a scant three pages in all. 

Tins, again, was all the Malabar l^lo^^'n, and that 
only during some sorrow-laden months, to the late 
]\rrs. Nicolson (uTiting as Laurence Hope, author of 
‘The Garden of Kama’), the finest poetical genius 
ever produced in Anglo-India, -who, I am glad to 
note, is becoming more widely appreciated mth each 
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year that passes. My companion in the train was 
returning from six months in Germany to the 
charge of some tile works at Feroke, some 7 miles 
south of Calicut. He remembered the charming 
bungalow on a hill-top which General and Mrs. 
Nicolson occupied at Feroke early in 1904, the last 
year of their lives. Thus the poet wrote of the 
Malabar people : 

‘ These are my people, lithe-limbed and tall : 

The maiden’s bosom they scorn to cover. 

Her breasts, which shall call and enthrall her lover. 
Things of beauty, are free to all.’ 

Perhaps the outstanding fact, which begins to be 
observable on the southward journey from Shoranur, 
is more conveniently expressed in verse than in 
prose. 

One slips imperceptibly into Cochin State, on a 
narrow-gauge railway somewhat resembling the 
Southern Mahratta. The carriages are not so well 
built, but the speed is better. From Shoranur to 
the terminus, at Ernakulam, is 65 miles: About a 
third of the way down is the fair and thriving city 
of Trichur, with 16,000 inhabitants, where I alighted 
for a day. The scenes at the little wayside stations, 
the glimpses of homesteads and of people from the 
carriage windows, were full of interest, A country 
cultivated hke a kitchen-garden, wide expanses of 
green rice-fields, crowded clumps and groves of 
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l»;iml>f>ns nufl ))nlin«, yot the neatest, roads and 
ICvt'rythi!!!^: is Inunminii vvitli prosperil.3% 
and with nti ititetise life whieh. for one (hinp, seems 
to otnnhu't itself witlmnt. nnteh noise. Tliis in- 
tensive otiUivation imist. resemhle parts of Jnjian, 
Vet tliere seem t.(» he no smells eonneeted therewith. 

I'lie Mnlahar heat is not jrross or n])j)arenl. II 
i^; more hidden and inward, j'et nndeniahle. It s.ay.s 
with an imper.ative voiee : ‘'Jake off that coat!’ 
'I’he sun doe- not burn frotn hrav.en skies. 'J'hcrc 
ar<' jile.'.'-ant elou<h;. an«l breezes whicdi seem cool. 
I am told that the Malabar «dimatc is letting me 
down easv. since I have been able to sleep well for 
two nights without mostpiito nets. 



CHAPTER II 


TRICHUR 

I P there is anything I despise, it is the having 
to travel, especially in a strange country, with- 
out a servant to take care of me. But, in the 
Scripture phrase, I feared a fear, and it came upon 
me. At Bangalore I had sent back a helpless 
creature from the Maratha country. In his place 
I took, for the Malabar trip, a competent elderly 
man who had been bearer to Mrs. Bullock Workman 
the year before. If these lines meet her eyes, she 
may remember Bob Antony. But at Trichur, for 
uncertain reasons, he failed to alight from the train. 

I had painfully to collect my things, and proceed 
to the Travellers’ Bungalow in a ‘ jutka.’ ' This 
vehicle, which I had never entered before, was a 
smartly varnished springless affair, very neat 
though rather small, shaped like the old-fashioned 
bullock ‘ damani,’ but drawn by a pony. The fare 
for a short distance is only 4 annas (fourpence) : 
prices, though locally rising, are perceptibly lower 
in these parts. The next day I noticed the driver, 
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squatting at his pony’s head, feeding Iiiin witli 
handfuls of deliciously fresh grass, taken from inside 
the jutka. TJio'ro arc hereabouts constant little 
pleasant touches to life like that. The common 
people cvidentlj' lead a good life, by no means un- 
civilised. 

I had a proof that day of how far l\Iala3'alam 
civihsation may surpass the vaunted product of 
America. Bob Antony held the kc}’^ of my box — 
though I held his testimonials, of which he had 
said : ‘ The}’’ are my life.’ In the noontide, which 
was clouded, and not apparently ver^^ hot, I wallccd 
to the station again, not far away, to send a vain 
telegram about him. It is said, however, not to bo 
wsc to take such liberties with the Slalabar climate : 
they may give yon a headache later, or worse. 

The Travellers’ Bungalow is a clean-flagged build- 
ing, in a shaded courtj’^ard, though quite in the 
native town. Here I noticed one of the things 
which may be dispensed with in the Far South. 
The best houses do not need, and often do not have, 
any glass nnndows. But these are said to bo de- 
sirable in the monsoon, which is commonly of 126 
inches. The messman suggested that he should 
send for the local locksmith. An ordinary-looking 
native was brought in, half naked. He was the 
blacksmith and shoesmith, making 30 or 35 rupees 
a mouth. In a trice he had opened the padlock, 
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wMch was easy enougli. But he took it away with 
him, and in a few hours sent back an excellent 
neat new key, better than the old one. The charge, 
which I was ashamed to pay, was 4 annas ! 

Contrast with this Blipling’s experience, who 
landed at San Francisco about 1890 with some 
trifling thing wrong with the lock of his trunk. It 
took half a pound to have this mended ; and the 
point is that it could not be done without the 
characteristic inciviliiy of the West. 

In the late afternoon and early evening I walked 
abroad alone, for a couple of hours, through the 
far-stretching rural town of Trichur, an accretion 
of villages, as it seemed to be. I know not how to 
express in a paragraph, which is all that is at my 
disposal, the impression of comfort, cleanliness, 
esthetic hfe and surroundings which I received. 
That walk must stand in memory with my first 
impressions of Baramula, the entering-place for 
Kashmir. I do not wish to detract from the vivid 
impressions of the uniquely lovely Kashmir land- 
scape. The Cochin landscape, however, is equally 
unique, and hardly less lovely. But it was in the 
people that I felt the difference. The Malabar 
people are said to seem less nice as you know them 
better. But what a contrast to the Kashmiris, 
particularly in their attitude towards Europeans ! 
How much more self-respecting these people 
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! lunv imirli Ics-^ cnnj:rini: .'uul Mispicioufj ! 
lunv inueli lo''-; hnscly ‘on the nnihe’! I nolierd 
none of tlio^e <>f otTcJiee. eoininon in Kashmir 

ami in most Inth'an lajuK. Kvcn (lif‘ parinii <iogs 
were few. 'I'iie heantifnlly j?ia(ie roacfs, of reridish 
soil, were swept to the last ineh, ami so were (lie. 
eotiriyattis. thin;:, the pef>])le here have 

windows, ami tee them. 

Then- are two otit-f-amlim: ohsorvaf ioris. First, 
.!'• to eoloiir. 'rhfs js lifi land of hineic people, Xol 
n totu'li of the negrJlii-, so far, 'Die people at 
'JVii'hnr aver.i^’e tjiiife as fair as tlejo’ in a .M/irallia 
town, pcrhajis more so. 'J'hey are a liglit, rather 
than a darh. hrown. I saw time or four woimm's 
faces of extraordinary ami tinexjieeied heanty, 
delicately refined, 'i’here was breeding there. The 
jicojile are saicl t<i liave a Dravidian hasjs, with a 
miieh larger Rrahimujic atlmi.xttiro than is nd- 

jiiittcd. W'ell, ‘ thv fault was not thv folk' ! ’ 

• • • 

'/‘lie seeond point is the high level of popular 
prosperity. .Such pretty little houses, ‘coquettish,’ 
as the French sav. 'J'hey may he insanitary, like the 
houses of ICurojH'an peasants ; Imt how much it. is 
to he nhle lo make (hat comparison ! I noticed a 
score of little hungnlows in which 1 should he glad 
to live myself, e.veept, perhajis, for (he crowded 
iieighhoiirliood. 'J’Jiere were several himgalows 
better than 1 shall over live in — one large one, 
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surrounded by a white-pillared verandah ; another 
behind iron raihngs joined to massive stone struc- 
tures. Who lives there ? Hindus, without excep-, 
tion. Now, hardly any pleaders or rich natives live 
on that scale, with that neatness, on the Bombay 
side of India. 

The houses of the poorest seem to be more than 
tolerable human habitations. Often they are built 
of reddish stone, suggesting that at Mahableshwar 
(the sanatorium of Western India, on the Ghats). 
They are often lit by lamps made in Germany, as 
good as those in the Travellers’ Bungalow. A house 
just opposite has a much better lamp, wth a gay 
red shade ; the man occupying it earns 100 rupees 
a month. Nowhere, a chance European Customs 
officer told me, is so much kerosene oil consumed 
as along this coast. The palms and bamboos are 
everywhere in the heart of Trichur. 

The people, though quiet, simply swarm, suggest- 
ing an overflowing population. For the rest, Trichur 
is a sacerdotal place, wdth some overweeriiing preten- 
sions. I was not sorry, on the whole, to miss those 
super-sacred temples (only the outer walls visible 
to the profane) from which Loti was waved off 
•with such a memorable gesture of Brahmanic in- 
solence. It was the embodiment of caste. For 
from the Latin ‘ castus ’ come botli ‘ caste ’ and 
‘ chaste.’ ‘ Get away from me ! I’m so pure ! ’ 






LETTERS FROM MALABAR 


27 


It is a gesture not unlcnown to Christian priests 
as well. 

In the evening Bob Antony found his way to 
me, promising never to do sueh a thing again. All 
day he had wandered in the heat, with nothing to 
eat but water. ‘ It is jungle land,’ he said. All ! 
my friend, whatever else Cochin may be, it is 
precisely not jungle. 

Trichur has been made liis residence b}’^ Albion 
R. Bancrji, the 3'oung Curzonian Premier of tlie 
State, just tin's week absent in Madras. At the 
station the next noon I noticed a peon with a broad 
belt and badge, who soon after noticed me. He 
had been sent from Ernakulam, nath a letter hand- 
some in ever}’^ resiiect, from one of the three Euro- 
pean officers there resident in the employ of the 
Cochin State. They make a happy famil}’-, fraternal 
in their relations to aU accredited strangers. 

I read : ‘ ]\Ir. Banerji vTote to me j’^esterday to 
do all I can for jmu in his stead. — The Tehsildar of 
Alwaye, Travancore, is lying in wait for you. He 
has a cabin-boat ready for jmu, special relays of 
rowers, etc.’ As the train passed through Alwaye, 
in Travancore territory, the Tehsildar (local magis- 
trate), to be sure, boarded it. He had been ordered 
to attend me whUe I remained in Ernakulam and 
British Cochin. I must write more about this 
attentive Tehsildar. But I have persuaded him 
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to return to his charge for a few days, until I 
can rest and form plans. These confounded letters 
take such a lot of time : my friends can hardly 
understand it. 

One man, whose name I did not loiow that morn- 
ing, had asked me to dinner. Another took me off 
to his house to stay. Then, casually : ‘ I don’t 
believe I heard jmur name ! ’ That is the kind of 
hospitahty which one reads of rather than ex- 
periences — ‘ the grand old Roman Avay ’ of doing 
things. I cannot write here about Emakulam, vith 
its queer cKmate and delicious sea front. I return 
to Trichur to meet the Diwan (Prime jMinister). 



rilAlTKU III 


KUNAKfl.ANS ANO THK IM ll 

Vr (lu* ('fill of iny ; (vniiil olmplor on Mnlabar 
^ ' 1 \v.i>; only al'lo {<• .‘ ju-ah. ij> ronni’otion with 
ICrnahulain, of {he lino ho>.pitahty, unhnown in 
l.'srjror oonfto-. of it-- fon l-hirojxMn onioorfi. 'I’ho 
viov,'. too. is (ino, antj tininntolnsi in its fjort. It is 
fur junto than a inoro viow ovi'j- tho oroajj. Two 
atj(l a luilf inilo- aoross iIh- hacKwator is tho wootlod 
spit or peninsula <if llritj'-h ('oehin and Matanohory, 
rnnnitn.' pretty parallel for most of the way. In 
the noaror for<-;.> round, not a Jiiilo away, is th<' 
hixuriaiil little island of l>al<:hatty. containing one 
<tf the loveliest liesidenoios in India. Between thj' 
two may he .‘-ecn plimjjsos of the real ocean, with 
half a dozen shij)s haiiL'ini: juotionless on the horizon. 
But all this «h‘eoration seems to set out tho sunsa js 
and the s(‘.a. even as a picture-frame adds- to the 
host picture. 

Tho haeUwater is said to he live or six feet deep. 
11 is evidently clean water, heinp renewtsi hy in- 
ternal currents. And uji and down its smooth 
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no 

Hurffico glido llio ^)orl(^^ of (he country, Munetimes 
poled, hut. more often rmvod. Jt is (he magic of 
moving cruft, tivough not exactly of moving water, 
ns in Kashmir. For a note of difference, the throng- 
ing palms hero reach to the sen. 

I was enchanted with the seaward view by moon- 
liglR.. J was more enchanted in (he morning, wJicn 
I saw the boats slipj)ing silently past the palm trees. 
So much so, that I tbouglil- of hiring the adjoining 
comjiound ; and began inquiring about house-rents 
from my attendant Travancorc TchsiJdar. Some of 
the figures given were absurdly low ; yet I gather 
that adequate houses for hhiropcans arc few in 
Ernakulam. A European seeking a house, apart 
from official necessities, is even more rare. But it 
was a day before I could .surrender the dream. 

Tiic view reminded me of the title of ^Irs. Nicol- 
son’s exquisite poem, ‘ Palm Trees by the Sea ’ — 
though the setting there is evidently' Karachi. But, 
0 these palm trees in Cochin ! I have always 
thought that there were two pleasant signs of a 
bad climate — ^palm trees and punkahs. Wherever 
palms flourish it also means the nuisance of an 
overflowing populace. I have been seriously told, 
one of those best entitled to know, that two or 
three palm trees, with some fish from the backwater, 
will support a common family through the year. 
The merchants are now pushing yet another raw 
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product of the fruitful palm, with uses unsuspected 
a few years ago. This is copra, from which is made 
cocoatine, a substitute for butter. It is a sort of un- 
earned increment, increasing the wealth of all who 
own palm trees. Cochin has never known a famine. 

Remembering also the peculiar Malabar customs, 
what check can there be on the population ? It 
simjjly swarms. It is a better population than 
most, decent and docile. Rut it is too numerous, 
I have trouble m getting away from people and 
houses for a free stretch into the country. No 
wonder. By the last census the population in two 
of the Cochin talukas (sub-districts) averages some 
1500 per square mile, and in another near 2000 ! 
At the same time the people live in separate home- 
steads, never huddled together. The chmate, too, 
is undermining. There is an inward heat, as the 
Tehsildar tells me, though it may seem outwardly 
cool and airy. He also teUs of a ‘ sulphurous ’ 
quahty, whether in the air or the water, which 
helps to account for the special good looks of many 
of the girls along this coast. 

But I am warned of the Malabar Head. This does 
not connote what the Sind Head (an expression some- 
times used for provincial cocksureness) cormotes. 
It means essentially forgetfulness. ‘ You’ll begin to 
feel it here,’ said one, sharply tapping his forehead. 
For another symptom of Malabar Head : ‘ It^s bad 
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enough to be a fool ; but to feel that you are 
one ! ! ’ This does not apply to the natives, who 
are acute enough, but to immigrants. The wife of 
a Collector of Malabar District is recalled who, 
wishing to sign her name after writing a letter, 
could not possibly remember what it was. Animals 
degenerate rapidly along this coast, specially horses. 
I must return to Ernakulam, in subject and in per- 
son. On the day I left I was pointed out, under 
shelter at Balghatty, the cabin-boat from Tri- 
vandrum, which had been awaiting me a fortnight. 
To-day, at Trichur, I hear of the arrival of Professor 
Macdonell, the Oxford iSanskrit scholar. 

After three days at Ernakulam, I have returned 
for three days with the Diwan at Trichur. This 
city, 44 miles to the northward, and inland, is 
reputed to be the oldest in Malabar. It is the most 
central place in the Uttle Cochin State, the most 
convenient for administrative purposes, and greatly 
the healthiest. Several Heads of Departments are 
already located here. Trichur ought manifestly to 
be the capital ; but this cannot be for a long time 
to come, because of the handsome range of Public 
Offices already existing at Ernakulam. The Diwan 
has taken up his dwelling at a noble old Residency 
building, a mile or so out of Trichur. This is nicer 
than the Travellers’ Bungalow, which I did not 
dislike ; but I must say much less about it. 
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About Mr. .Batiorji. also, it- i.'i hccaupc J could 
Avrito .*^0 mucli that I ought to write hut little. 
Within thi^ year, at least, it has become no novelty 
to Mr. JJanorji to be written about. As the .‘■on-in- 
law of Mr. K. G. Gupta, of the Indian Council, by 
hi.s own per.‘'ona!ity, and .as the first J.C.S. man njj- 
. pointed to a Diwanship, he has attracted an amount 
of attention wliich would have turned many a head. 
He is obviously of a different caste from any man 
who has previoush- held .sjich a post, Tlic amount 
of matter jwinted about his work this year would 
fill a good-sized volume. 

How .‘■'hut uj) we arc in our watertight compart- 
ments in India ! I am told, at a rough gucs,s, that 
not one Englishman in 8000 ever gets really in 
touch with Indian life. With cvoiy desire to know, 
it was not. until last year that I wa.s asked to my 
‘ first Par.si tea.’ It was only n fortnight ago that 
I was aslced to my ‘ first Brahmo dinner.’ Thi.s 
Brahmo Samaj movement seem.s to be greatly the 
most promi.sing in India — pity ’ti.s that it moves so 
little of late, ‘ You were surpri.sed to see that 
Indian women could eat like that,’ a cultured 
Hindu chaffed me. Ah, that is a trivial matter ! 
It was the fine fearless attitude towards life of the 
Bralimo women that charmed me, as sho's\ui even 
in the portraits of 5’'0ung girls. To watch girls 
and young men laughing and chaffing with each 
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other — and already used to this for several genera- 
tions past — how revolutionary to conservative 
Indian sentiment ! 

To note the spirit of culture which prevails 
among many Brahmo women is to feel that here 
is something bettor than mere high education. I 
am told that there are hundreds of families of much 
the same culture, if not the same position, as several 
families which I have seen lately. It is an amazing, 
unlcnomi, almost unsuspected, world. It hardly 
exists outside of Bengal ; and its weakness is that 
it includes so few poor people. But with so much 
that is discouraging in modern India, Brahmo 
families are surely the salt of the earth, ‘ Without 
whom,’ in Shelley’s phrase, ‘ the world would smell 
like what it is, a tomb.’ 

Sirs. Noliny Banerji is a lady of social charm 
and of literary aptitudes. She is a member of the 
Royal Asiatic Society. At present she is engaged 
in writing a ‘ History of the Jews in India.’ I am 
anxious to see her reveal to the world, in the form 
of stories and novels, the unsuspected and interest- 
ing life of the Brahmo community. 

The Diwan’s father, Sir. Sasipeda Banerji, has 
been a lifelong devoted leader in all the good work 
of the Brahmo movement. In 1870 he broke the 
record by taking his family to England. His wife 
was thus the first Indian lady, certainly the first 
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Brahman lady, who ever crossed the bitter Black 
Water. A(^ Bristol, in the following year, was born 
her youngest child, named after ‘ sca-encircled ’ 
Albion. It is a fact which Mr. A. B. Banerji has 
never lost sight of, and which has been a continual 
source of inspiration to him. He also shared the 
• inspiration of .Towett's last year at Balliol. 

It was at a pecuniary sacrifice that, after twelve 
3 ’cars in the Civil Service, he came to Cochin. At 
thirtv-si.v, ho has still tlie best part of his life before 
him. His friends, at least, dream for him that he 
ma\* infuse a new spirit into several Native States. 
He would like to end his career as a I\Iember of Par- 
liament, where no native I.C.S. man has yet sat. He 
has a cliancc to solve an interesting racial question, 
bj’ showing himself a great Bengali administrator. 

Bengalis used to do well at administration long 
ago. In the recent past, two at least of them, 
Mr. Butt and i\Ir. Gupta, out of onh* about twenty 
in the Cinl Service, have done notably. With an 
e-\ception or two, all these twenty are Brahmos. 
^Ir. Banerji believes, b}* the wav*, that by another 
two 3'ears all the unrest in Bengal and elsewhere 
nail have passed like a bad dream. He hopes, long 
hence, to publish a Life of his father, for which 
there are interesting materials. Meanwhile, he s,-y.- - 
‘I hope to serve my country. Po’f ^ upon In^ 
as my countiy^- as England is also my country. 
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TTNTDER THE PALMS 

1 psTEL Trithin these nine davs past. I never 
^ realised the meaning of the vords ‘Under 
the Palms.* It is a stock phrase to compare a 
lithe, or a straight. Tonng heanty to a palm tree. 
Bnt palms are more often contorted in vaxioTis 
picturesque shapes, -R-hich it is a fascination to 
■R-atch. Ther are not to be called crooked, but 
suggest certain famous prints. 

To sit by moonlight in one's oRn compound, be- 
neath nothing but palms, beside a neat sea-vall 
overlooking, not exactly the ocean, but rippling 
salt vater 1 ‘ B[ave you ever tasted toddy ? ' A 

man is sent forthivith up the nearest palm — ^whieh 
is, I am informed, a serious offence against the 
Excise. ‘ Do you still Tvonder at the number of 
popais on the palm trees ? ' chaffs another. The 
allunon is to a blunder, vrhich cannot be infrequent : 
the bunchy of green cocoanuts have a strangely 
familiar look to those vko may knov only the 
homely, useful popai. The fresh toddy, vhen 
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there. The 'vrhole machmerr of State Govemment 
seems destined to be gradually moved thither. In 
Emakulam, as the Divan says, "you feel hke a 
worm.’ I have not yet experienced quite that: 
there is alvavs the delicious viev, and breeze. 
What Cochin vould be without this breeze is a 
question which need not be considered. 

I hear, by the way. of the conjugal misfortune 
of the specially stupid servant whom I sent back 
from Bangalore. Arriving home unexpectedly in 
the night hours,, he found — exactly what nright 
have been expected. Now, I gather that in 3Ialabar 
such incidents are no misfortune : husbands have 
no right to resent them. The people here are sensi- 
tive, not about having their special customs dis- 
cussed. but about bavins stransers seem to cast 
blame upon them — which I am far from doing. 
Tliese customs may well be an ideal means for 
making the most of the race. 

]My wonder at the apparent level of popular 
prosperity is not diminished. One has constant 
glimpses of interiors that ourselves might get along 
with — neat compounds, lamps, furniture,, pictures 
on the walls, even hat-racks ! Nair houses, I am 
almost always told. How can the people afford it ? 
They seem to score, economically, in at least two 
respects. Naked natives lounge about these nice 
houses : their clothes cost little. Tliey seldom keep 
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and otlicr thseium ni - of this Kelly, which would 
make a revealing .--ttidy in the Kurasian life of half 
a century ago. 
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The Public Offices are the chief impediment 
to the removal to Trichur. They contain vhole 
rooms full of neat but rather friable revenue 
records on palm-leaf slips, dating back not much 
more than a centuiy. The best typewriters have 
now succeeded all that. My name, with that of the 
‘ Times of India,’ was cleverly done for me with a 
stylus, as a visiting card, in iilalayalam. 

The jail here is quite shamelessly clean and com- 
fortable, even luxurious. The worst of mankind 
have indulgences which most honest men lack ; the 
smell of the curry which was being cooked for them 
made my mouth water. Here, by the way, are, 
or lately were, two little girl prisoners who would 
be better with their mothers, or in a Reformatory. 

Pinally, the admirably conducted general hospital 
is on a larger scale than many a District Centre 
hospital in British India, while costing much less. 
This is often the case in Hative States. The hospital 
made me realise anew how much better such relief 
is given by those who work for humanity, doing 
their secular duty, than by those who have an axe 
to grind, working for some deity or dogma. 

Approaching the outside of the Trichur temples 
the other evening, under due Brahmanic guidance, 

I was yet waved off from a distance. A little more, 

I was told, and a wire might have gone to the Raja, 
saying that the temples were polluted, and claiming • 







CHAPTER V 


A DAY IN BRITISH COCHIN 
THE WHITE JEWS 

T GAN understand now why the inhabitants of 
the island of Bombay, until much less than a 
century ago, used to speak quaintly of the neigh- 
bouring mainland as ‘ the Continent.’ That is just 
the effect which the Cochin mainland has, seen 
from the long spit or peninsula wherein are situated 
British Cochin and Matanchery. The spit has all 
the effect of an island, with quite the isolation. One 
of the many nuisances of the place is the lack of 
roads and communications. It is hard to get a 
walk ; while the richest Europeans in the place do 
not need to keep carriages. 

A far more dreadful deprivation must be the 
absence of drinking water. It seems incredible, 
but for centuries all the drinldng water used by 
Europeans has been brought from Alwaye (the seat 
of my attentive friend, the Tehsildar), 12 miles 
away, in Travancore territory. I believe that when 
the British took over Cochin, they entered into an 
engagement to supply the Dutch inhabitants with 
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decent water. Tlie oldest inhabitant of Cochin 
to-day carries precaution so far as to drinlc only 
rain water collected b}” himself. Soda-water, too, 
which is not nearly so nice as the natural fluid, 
has to be largely consumed in order to avoid water, 
sometimes even to wash your teeth with ! 

A hideous penalty attends the neglect of these 
troublesome precautions. It is ‘ the curse of the 
country,’ or, as I call it, ‘ the local horror,’ elephan- 
tiasis. I am not going to talk about this loathsome 
afiliction, just as I have avoided sending any photo- 
graphs to illustrate it. Happily, I have managed 
to see but few cases. But to think that this e.vtreme 
penalty should attend upon dirt in only this odious 
little section of earth ! It is not absolutely unique. 
The same disease, there called neither elephantiasis 
nor Cochin Log. is found both in Samoa and in 
Barbados. But to think that in itLatanchery ever}' 
second person, or 50 per cent of the population 
of, I believe, some 20,000, should have it ! It 
is found, also, in some neighbouring tracts of 
Travancore, but mth nothing like the same con- 
centration. 

IITiy should its habitat be so very limited, i 
iilodem science can make no answer on the subject, 
can offer no remedy but the knife, cannot even 
agree as to the cause of the disease. It is positively 
stated to be due both to a special mosquito, and *-o 
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some germ in the local water. Anyhow, the stories 
I had heard of elephantiasis, from Bangalore on, 
had got upon my nerves. In vain I was assured 
that Europeans were immune, at least when they 
did not live piggishly. The case of some Capucin 
monks is the only one known, besides that of a 
former Civil Surgeon of British Cochin. But this 
was the reason, in addition to the attractions of the 
mainland, why I gave but a single day out of ten 
to Cochin. 

The people of British Cochin rightly insist upon 
a difference being made between it, with its two 
^vindswept square miles at tlie end of the little 
peninsula, and miasmatic Matanchery behind it. 
Cochin is sultry, but it has the infinite glory of the 
open sea. I was rowed across the three miles or so 
from the mainland, with two friends, in a small boat 
wherein one could recline in a long chair. Here 
was the open ocean at last, Tvith its salt breath ; 
here were Hamburg liners and' others, up to 7000 
tons ; here Avere native coasting craft, called 
‘patamas,’ more or less illustrating the perilous 
ships in which Columbus, and the early English 
mariners, crossed the Atlantic. I Avas Avild, for a 
moment, to abandon the Malabar trip, to board 
the nearest liner, and be taken Avherever it might 
be going ! 

Even by moonlight Cochin had a curious and 
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delightful efToc<> us of Holland near the equator. 
The Dutch, who .succeeded the Portuguese and the 
odious Inqiusition, were liere from 1CG3 to 1795. 
Thc3' have left a good memory- of thcmselvc.s — 
a coloni.sing race to whom justice has never been 
done ! 

1 was taken to the Chib, and given a bedroom. 
Then : * Won’t 3*011 come to 1113* Jiouso ? ’ asked a 
man whose name I had not. clcarl3* caught. Before 
Bob Antoin* could get u.^cd to liis bearings, he and 
I were transferred to the reputed best liousc in 
Cochin, the residence of old Dutch Governons, with 
the sea encircling two side.s of it. 

‘ In the Roar of the Sea ’ — that is the phra.se b3^ 
which I shall recall those twcnt3'-four hours in 
British Cochin. 'J'he next do3f was powcrfull3'^ 
.sultr3'^ ; and even in such a Jiousc, with its vast 
chnmber.s and its floors of cool, slate-coloured 
cement, I felt the heat ns never on the mainland. 
But 0 ! the thunder and the breeze and the foam of 
the sea ! It might compensate for much. In the 
verandah, almost overhanging the sea, I was fasci- 
nated by the rh3’^thmic movement of the great 
China fishing nets. 

Cochin can contain few of wliat Heine calls 
‘ consolations for poverty.’ There is, by the way, 
a discreditable pest of beggars. Quite near to the 
house where I sta3'^ed is the finety simple church. 
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PortugucHe, Dutch, Dnglifilj, wlicrcs the body of 
Va.sco dll G’uina reposed for a few tljiys in 1524. It 
is (ho nuwl. restful place of the hind I have been 
into in India, with the green light from some hand- 
painted u'indow.s. And there is a legendary gran- 
deur in tlic association with Gama, by far the most 
modern mati who has inspired anything approach- 
ing a first-class epic, 

Bcf.wee.n the church, and the house in the sea, 
is the house of Captain Winckler. I am not men- 
tioning people by name, t^tivo in the case of jniblic 
characters. But Captain J. IC. Winckler is a public 
cliaraclor. All agree that not to know him i.s not 
to know Cochin even a little. And none can laiow 
Cochin ns ho doc.s. lie is now seventy-five, repre- 
senting the third European generation of Wincklers 
in the place. His grandfather was boni in the 
middle of the eighteenth century, in Schleswig- 
Holstein, and came out in the Dutch service. His 
father was the last man in Cochin wlio could de- 
cipher a Dutch paper or inscription. Captain 
Winckler’s mother was a Jewess from the too 
famous Jew Toato close by. 

He is still an upstanding man, wath keen eyes 
and a flowing beard. He has had eighteen children, 
wdio are now settled over the world, from Japan to 
Cliile. One is both a legal and a medical oflScer at 
Demerara : one is a Professor at Hanover. Captain 
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Wiiicklor received a scanty education in Bomba}', 
going to sea in IS JO. For tliirty-onc years following, 
‘bitter years’ ho calls (hem, he sailed the seas, 
having got his first ship only seven years after he 
began. Then, for sixteen years, he was Port Officer 
in various places, ending with Cochin. fDuring 
.twenty-two voy.-'.ges to Chinn he long ago acquired 
a collection of China ware, the value of which an 
ignorant })er.<on like nu'.self cannot begin to esti- 
mate, but which Governons have envied. Captain 
Winckler’s conversation is racy, his memory still 
vivid. He really owes it to the world not to let all 
this pass with him. 

TJicrc could not have been a bettor guide than 
Captain Wincklcr to dew 'J'own, where I also had 
another introduction. I have had .special roa.son, 
in the pa.st, to admire the Jewish race. But it 
never would have become admirable from such 
spccimcn.s as arc content to vegetate in odious 
j\Iatanchcry. The place itself somehow suggests 
the odour of stale mutton. ‘ Is it not one of the 
vilest places on earth ? ’ I asked. ‘It is vile,’ the 
Captain corrected ; ‘ but lc.ss vile than some other 
places, for example. Canton and Bushirc.’ 

The road to I^Iatanchery, two miles, is through 
putrid cocoanut plantations, with mean houses, no 
longer pretending to the neatness of the mainland. 
The Excise, by the way, is a nuisance ; you may 
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nol» go fihooimg for tho day ncross (ho frontier, 
inking n few hottic.s of beer with you, without I)eing 
liable to arrest, 'j’lie Ultick Jow.s I did not ace, nor 
care to. Tho White Jewa inhabit losa than one 
furlong of a aquidid lane. Yet some of tho houses 
roach dco]) back into cocoanut groves, admitting of 
a sort of twilight comfort, which must be intensely < 
nnhenll-hy and depre.s.sing. In tho doorwaya I .saw 
some ciiildrcn’s facc.s, with the Jewish pretiiness, 
but flo dark that I could not believe lhat they called 
themselves white. 

In tho common little synagogue, at the end of 
tho lane, a .score of men were scrcccliing their even- 
ing prnj’ers, making the most hideous discord, 
merely vocal, that I have ever heard. ‘ 0 ! how 
I hate every kind of orthodo.vj' ! ’ ns another friend 
refreshingly remarked that day. It is orthodoxy, 
plus idleness, which is keeping this paltry com- 
munity in tho mud. It is stated to number no 
more than 100 — a figure perhaps not possible, and 
only possible with cruel inraarrying. 

Then we spent an hour in tho spacious in- 
terior of tho richest family, with lakhs’ (a lakh 
of rupees =£G,6GG) worth of palm groves in 
Travancore. I hesitate to speak of these people, 
since tlioy received us mth courtesy; yet they 
knew for what I had come. The Jews are, as 
liable to elephantiasis as any natives. Their 
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fatalistic attitude on this point is repellent : they 
find the horrid disease inconvenient, hut do not 
dread it as Europcan.s do. Here were .some little 
girls with brown hair, with c^’cs showing the m^'.stery 
but not tlic geniu.s of the race, with refined aiuemic 
faces, speaking only Mnlaynlani, yet not timid like 
native children. 

For the credit of the community, I was not 
allowed to see its poorer members, A.s Captain 
Winckler say.s : ‘ Ever}* monkc^’' praises his own 
tail.’ 
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CHAPTER VI 


THE VOYAGE TO QUILON 

rpiHE Principal of the Ernakulam College, ful- 
filling to the last the charge laid upon him, 
saw me aboard by a glorious moon, one day 
beyond the full. I must mention now or never 
that the same mentor had Pierre Loti in charge 
for four or five days just eight years ago, con- 
ducting him to Trichur by the troublesome back- 
water route, which was the only one before the 
railway. Loti was then pretty well done up, what 
wth the heat and his somewhat rapid progress 
northward. He is remembered by several as a 
thoroughly smart officer in appearance, very small 
and dapper. He is believed to have understood a 
good deal of English, though he professes an entire 
ignorance. 

Following in his footsteps, though in the opposite 
direction, I have piously collected recollections, not 
all of which I can print, of one of the most literary 
(must I also say affected ?) figures that have ever 
passed through India, In the beautiful Quilon 
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way, that his ‘ taluk/ which cuts in from behind, 
dividing Cochin territory, has an area of 100 
square miles, with a population of some 76,000. 
The result vnll indicate the density of popula- 
tion hereabouts, exceeding that of Bihar. The ' 
parts of Cochin not covered by forests actually 
support 1000 inhabitants per square mile. 

My cabin-boat has given me, nith all differences, 
a more vivid idea of what galle 3 's must have been 
Mke, not onty in the classic world, but in parts of 
the Mediterranean until barely two centuries ago. 
It is to be noted that these Travancore craft are 
not called houseboats. In vain I had dreamed of 
rene\ving, upon these iioetical waters, the experi- 
ences of Kashmir. The boats here are not comfort- 
able enough to live upon permanently ; and 
probably the sun would make that for ever im- 
possible, They are intended merely to conquer 
space, as is expressed bj' a frequent name for tlicm, 

‘ transits.’ Or the^’' are called ‘ cabin-boats.’ 

0 those cabins ! My noble friend, the Diivan of 
Mj’sore, to whom this journey is chiefly due, had 
warned me that I would not be able to stand up in 
tlio cabin. Tlic next man to whom I mentioned 
this said tliat doubtless Mr. I\Iadlia%%a Kao, witli Jii.s 
turban on, would not be able to .stand up in most 
cabins ; but that lesser men might manage it. 
IMien Diwan of Travancore, ho liad had built a 
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special cabin-boat, of imicli more than the usual 
height, which I have heard of but have not seen. 

I\ry boat had on each side six oars, with a round 
disk at the end. TJiat made twelve oars or rowers ; 
but the relays consisted of sixteen men each. I did 
not discover what the extra four men did, unless 
it. were to relieve the others in turn. TJie relays, 
paid by the Tchsildars, were said to be changed 
every 10 miles, 'riic very sensible plan was to do 
the 180 miles or so to Trivandrum in three nights, 
stopping over in waj'side bungalows during the day. 

I have had two of these nights, but am lingering 
at Quilon. For two evenings I have sat in solitary 
grandeur on the bench on the top of the cabin, 
ascended to bj' a removable fligJit of steps. Tin’s 
point of vantage is glorious bj' night, but would bo 
obviously impossible in the sun. I have watched 
the twelve rowers, facing me, bend with fair lusti- 
ness to their oars, making the. foam and the boat 
fly. Their position was not whollj' unlike that of 
the Athenian citizens, sitting, as they so hated to 
do, sore and breakfastless, on the leather pads of 
their galle3's. It resembled this much more than 
the position of galley .slaves, whose life, throughout 
the ages, has been reconstructed with such visionary 
force by Kipling. 

A cook, for Avhom, with the lavish hospitality 
ashore, there was not much need, accompanied the 
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cabin-boat. Once I saw bim slip from the upper 
deck, where he sat at my feet, walk along the 
narrow plank between the two Knes of rowers, and 
kick vigorously at a rower whose oar had ceased to 
act. It was a faint image of what the supervision 
of the slaves must once have been. For the rest, 
I often saw a man rest at his oar, while he prepared 
and swallowed some betel nut. The rowers really 
covered space, going at a steady rate of over four 
miles an hour. This is different from the Kashmir 
pace of a mile or two an hour, by means of lazy 
poling or towing. 

Warned by some articles on ‘ Travancore Boat • 
Songs,’ by Mr. A. P. Smith, the Forest Officer and 
journaUst, I set the rowers singing early, so that 
they might work it off before I wanted to sleep. 
It was a strange, unearthly clangour, not offensive, 
perhaps even attractive from force of habit, but 
far unlike the melodious singing on the water in 
Kashmir. For the rest, the boat, rushing in silence 
through the moonlight or the starh’ght, brought up 
the fascinating hnes of Mortimer Collins : 

‘ Tlie oars of Ithaca dip so 
Silently into the sea, 

Tliat they wake not sad Calypso, 

And tlie hero wanders free.'’ 

The cabin portion occupied about one-half the 
boat. Yet the cabin was but three and a half feet 
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nt tlio rrutri’. Ic-^ <hnn {!):if nf the mMch. It 
w.*-- no' ni<'<> inovtn" ohnnf In'nt dotiMo. or ol^o on 
or.('‘5 I:noi'.j. or v.Titohintr I?nh Antony dointr tho 
I.'iltrr. Hut thrrf* iv.'is- n nnirjtio in 

Ivin;: c>nt. ui!h tiu* door.-' .'hnt nnd tlic 

voni'ti.n^ rdniUrr.- oin-n, in tlio Iircfr.e created 
I'V iIk’ inotiotj *)f tin* Imit. I have had two 
j'tu'li : arid may perhap-: have four more 

in all. 

On the iir-J jiiorninir n'<' pa<--ed (hroneh Allcp-poy 
rather r-arly, withont iny heiTie av.nre of it. Ihit 
hit'-r 1 V. l;d;in" oh.crvalioiH. So i* tho 

fatnoiK lutroon life of dVavatjcoro ! P.i!ni<. nnd 
pain!'-, nnd p.-djin; ! 'riitMvhoIe efTevt far cleaner 
than on Lake Whihnr in Kadmiir. 'I’hcrc is less 
rntid, v.itli for. or f-rnen'O This i< due to iltc purify- 
intr h>re-)t5) and touch of the great salt sea. The 
nvtrace di'ptli. jjere ‘■aid to he ten or tn'clve fet't. 
i- at Ic.-i'il tv, ice that of Wulnr. Tiic people lend 
nn aniphihiot!-' life. * Every house is nn island.' as 
n Teh’sihiar tsild me. No Europeans live in this 
ivaten* section t thev uould not have tiic patie-nce 
to get alone ’.vitliout roads. Tiie j)coplo oi Xorth 
Travaneorc are ricli h%' reason of their palms and 
their ricc-fields, and also reputc-d to be idle. They 
are fat ; manifestly not black, bur brovn : loading 
merrv lives vrith their various kinds ot boats, in 
Vv-liich, unlike the Kashmiris, they often employ 
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sails. Wliat can we ever loiow about them ? 
‘ Little of this great world can I tell.’ 

At about 11 a.m. wc reached Karumadi, 12 
miles beyond Alloppey. Here an official from that 
station was awaiting me, "with a whole staff of 
servants. There in the wilderness a table was 
several times set before me, on a certain handsome 
scale of hospitality. The liouse is unusually good 
for a Travellers’ Bungalow. But it is not quite for 
all. A list is posted up of persons permitted to use 
it. In the afternoon the local Tehsildar called ; a 
Brahman, although thirty-one, ivith a singularly 
candid, childlike face. In the twilight I tried to 
take a wallc Avith the minor official — an inteUigent 
man, but an F.M., Failed Matriculate. It was im- 
possible to get about that droAvned land, ivith water 
across the road every feAV hundred feet. 



CHAPTER 


Qinirr days at (juilon 

W ALKING home with mo one night Inst week, 
Boh Antony ventured tlio inquiry whetlicr I 
hclonged to the Military (evidently preferred) or 
the Civil Service. ‘ Neither ! ’ 'Phere followed a 
moment of obvious cogitation, with this result : 
‘ Himself ; independent Master.’ In vain I quoted 
Byron’s ‘ I..or(l of him.self, that heritage of woe.’ 
Then Antony went on to say that at Trichur ho 
lind been much pressed for information on the 
above alternative, not only by peons, but bj’ little 
boy.s in the street. He had thought it safest to 
stick to the story (1 thank him for the age implied !) 
that I was a Colonel Sahib on 1500 rupees a month ! 
Well, it makes me feel like an ‘ independent Master,’ 
if not like a Colonel, to be treated so hand-somety 
as I am by the Travancorc State. 

The onty drawback here, and that is much, is 
the sapping climate. It would make me perma- 
nently tired. It is not a burning, brazen, or very 
obvious heat. But got round a corner, get for an 
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inslnnl' out of tlio jjlcnwint hrcczc that in generally 
moving, and you arc at once cruKlicd, annihilated. 
It has been naid of Simla (hat men, or at leafjt 
.IjUgliahmcn, wore not made to li\'o 8000 feet above 
the pen, No more vere the}' made to live within 
eight degrees of the equator. This peculiar heat 
Bcoms to necessitate (as will appear when I speak ' 
of the Qtiilon Bcsidency) a degree of luxtiry not re- 
quired in other and less bcatdiful jjarts of India. 

My readers may Jmvc noticed how, in these 
chapters, I nc\’cr quite catch up with the subject 
promised in the title. Ivct me, so far as Jlalabar 
Hoad will allow, try hero to pack various small 
miscellanies into one portmanteau paragraph. Tlie 
young Jewesses of Cochin arc believed to be some- 
times very pretty. Hcai'cn knoAv.s the children arc ; 
but I did not meet anj' older ones. Tiic Jevish 
girls are said to be without c.xccption virtuous and 
dirty. Continuing the last point, by all accounts 
the very dirtiest people in Tz’avnncore, as the most 
ignorant and contemned, are the Mahomedans. 
Here they have never borne rule ; • wliat excuse for 
existence have they ? Next dirtiest to them, I hear, 
are the Christians ; and among these, the Koman 
Catholic Syrians. At Cochin, so tropical it, is, it 
was hard to realise that near 200 miles of sweeping 
coastland, or three degrees of latitude, yet lay be- 
fore me to the Cape. A friend tells me, by the way, 
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rofrrritii! jrf'noml liflonf {|i(":(' olmptcr.!, (linf- 

Mnlnhnr, .‘-triotly fspcrikiniT. <’IkIs n lifflo hc'vond 
Cor'liiii. iiioliidiju: h;ir«'ly the norflicrn friiirro of 
Trnv.incort'. In popular parlanro I ho name )!'■ cer- 
tainly ( ontimifd nlmo'-t, nr quite, to tlio CajK*. And 
nou- J nnt;-f .•■pare a few f^enterjce.'J for a .‘-uhjt^cf. 
• wliieli nu'an« notliiin,' to tne. tlioiiyli it f-eeim; to be 
f^enninely iinjiorlant. 'rhi--' is Mtibber. SjH'll it 
with n enjiilal. with many ca)>itah-, to repre.'^ent it.s 
ijiiportama' in flu* twft St. ate-;. There is :'aid to be 
Money in Ibibbcr. flere is an openinj: for <‘apital ; 
but (he lo'a'd men may like to lo'ep a Jiood thing 
to tlH’inst'Ive.-. I have never, to my Icnowledge, 
seen n Ibibber tree. Other thing.s being cfjual, nn 
ijidustrv ought to be enconr.ipefl which nmy help 
to cut out the aciair.-ed C’ongo j)roduet. At Triohiir 
1 met .‘•'cver.d j>r<>'-perous rubber planter.-;. I might- 
have had invitation>; to their domains, but the 
journey of 110 miles and more into the lower hills 
was not for tne. It tabes about £100 to jdnnt a 
single acre with Ibibber, which will return 10 per 
cent- cle.ar. A {•ingle estate, )nnnngcd by a young 
man, may cover 500 acres, 

I’he famous open Ingoon.s of 'lYavancore extend 
for bnrch' 100 mile.s, between Cochin and Quilon. 
From Quilon to Trivandrum there i.s still water 
communic.ntion for another -lO mile.s or so. But 
(his is along narrow artificial canals, very different, 
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as I am warned to expect from the mosquitoes to- 
night. I cannot realise that I liave seen nearly all 
tliat I shall see of tlxe lagoon life which so long 
haunted my imagination : 

' tVhcrc tlio c.irlicr ages sleep 
By hot lagoons of Malabar,’ 

A few glimpses, a few pictures : elusive unspoak- ‘ 
abty. Hoav ignorant wo all are, especially myself ! 
For ono thing, I saw nothing approacliing that 
magical combination of something like Norwegian 
fiords and tropical jungle which Colonel Holdich 
seems to indicate. The mountains here do not 
reach the sea. Or, if this anywhere happens, it 
must bo in places very hard for the European to 
come to, and almost impossible to pliotograpli. 

Scottish names beneath an almost equatorial sun ! 
That suggests the transposed Simoi's and Scamander 
of the Trojan exiles ! Just around the beautiful 
point facing the Residency is a Loch Lomond which 
I may see this evening. And the entrancing stretch 
of backwater between the Residency and that 
wooded foreshore is knoxvn, with some reason, as 
Loch Katrine. Just as in the Pacific islands, these 
false shores make a great part in the beauty of this 
coast. Tlie most imposing spectacle is the view of 
the Quilon Residency from the water. It is bigger 
than the^'Trichur Residency, though it has not tlie 
advantage of being a homo. 
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I liavo been here tliroc nights and four da 3 's. 
No Collector in the Roinbaj’ Presidonej' has such 
quarters. Trul^y Government House at jMahablcsh- 
war is on a lesser scale — which ina^v not he say- 
ing much ! Such architecttire seems to bo found 
onh- in the Far iSouth, and for the obvious reason 
• that (here alone is it necessary to the survival of 
the •"•hite man. 

'J'his .stately j)ile was reared some sixty j-enrs ago 
b 3 - the well-remembered Resident, General Cullen, 
who seems to have been a real mcdiaival Lord, with 
some of the ‘ droits du seigneur.’ The Maharaja’s 
white palace, ncarh* oi)posite, is a lesser structure, 
though it tells in the green landscaiJC, with the 
white obelisk before it. Two other bungalows are 
joined, l.)^' a curved covered wa^', .s^nnmctricall}' to 
the main Bcsidenc^y building. And from the end 
of one of these, to one of the opposite ends, is a 
Sabbath daj^’.s journey’. The Trivandrum Residenej'^ 
is said to be even larger than this, but with no such 
grounds. These arc not to be called b}’’ the familiar 
name of ‘ compound.’ Thej’^ arc flanked on one side 
bj’^ the glorious backwater, and are estimated at 76 
acres. 

A corner of the grounds here incidentall^'^ includes 
a deer park, with some hundred deer, which is not 
exactly what one thinks of so near the equator. 
I have not yet seen them, as thoj^ are only visible 
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at the t\vilight hour. Palm trees predominate less 
in the immediate landscape ; there are mangoes, 
jack-fruit, and other trees of some body. At most 
hours there is a dehcious breeze through the upper 
floor of the Quilon Residency. When this is from, 
the West and the water, as usual, it is aU right. 
But old inhabitants dread the uncanny East \vind, * 
which the world over, as Du Maurier says, bloAvs 
no man any good. In the hot season, which is 
dehberately stated to be already approaching at the 
end of December, I am told that when writing in 
this dry East wind, you can watch the corners of 
your paper curl up viciously. An illustration of 
the material basis of hfe is this, that good slumber 
can be purchased for a charge, even in a Residency, 
of six annas (6d.) per night for punkah coohes. 

The Pohtical Officer for these States must for- 
merly have been the most fortunate of his tribe — 

I have heard nine Residencies counted up. But 
latterly Cochin has taken over one, while Travancore 
State has taken over several for the lordly enter- 
tainment of its guests. At Quilon I missed, by one 
day, the clever new Diwan (Prime Minister), Mr. 
Rajagopalachariar, going to Madras for the Christ- 
mas hohdays. I also heard that IMr. Carr, the 
Resident, is on the High Range for some weeks to 
come, so that I shall hardly see him. 

On my first day here there arrived by train. 
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stojijiing for a fc\v hours, ilie newly appointed 
Assistant Resident. Sir. Burn is a 3 'oung man of 
about twenty-six, shaped to administration as two 
j’cars can shape onl 3 ' in the I.C.S. Until two daj'^s 
before he liad been in cliargc of tlie Dindigul sub- 
division, witli 3000 square miles and 900,000 in- 
.habitants, of the vast Madura district. He admired 
the change of scencrj' here, a refreshment for the 
tired c\’e, from tlic diy, red desolation of tlic British 
Districts adjoining : the people also arc so much 
more attractive here. Itlr. Burn had to go on at 
hot noon, b^* a special boat which admitted of 
standing up in it, and with the Britisli flag fljnng 
at the rear. On the same daj* I had two interesting 
visitors ; but it is evident that I cannot finish with 
Quilon in this chapter. 



(.'llAPTKIi VJIl 

QUiLo.v TO 'nuvANimtrM 

0 1’ i!iy two visitors on the first day at Qnilon, 
oik: was tlif local T<'li.sildfir, an attentive, 
able tnan, with a nn'nd of his own. I .saw much of 
him during the following day.s, and learned a good 
deal from him. Ilis pay of lap nijtees (£10) a month 
is, ns he puts it, ‘ not enough for an hone.st man.’ 

The other visitor wa.s the Diwan Pc.shknr of the 
Quilon Division, Mr, V’. I. Kesava Ihllai, a very 
senior oflicer of Travnncorc State. 'J’hese Diwan 
rc.siikars correspond to tlic Collector.s in Briti.sh 
Districts. 'J'hcre arc now four of them in Travan- 
corc, only one in Cochin, TJic lending di.strict is 
that of Quilon, with 2UOO .square miles, and a popu- 
lation of 1,250,000. It contains the whole of the 
railway, and includes eleven out of the thirty-one 
taluks in Travaucoro. Mr. Kesava Pillai, an in- 
tellectual and kindl}' man, is a Nair. In a century 
past there has only been one Nair Diwan in Travan- 
corc ; and as a rule Brahmans from outside the 
State have been called in (this is a sore point) to 
fill the post. 
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I inup{. run together (ho iniprcsslons of (ho four 
days »(• Qnilnn. A thriving, fnr-s-pread city of 
la.OOO people, well known now as (ho terminus of 
a railwa^v which does not finaneinlly pay. ] had 
heard several boasts as to Travancorc being a 
larger, richer country than Cochin, which, for one 
. thing, seldom has a State guest, as owning no Stale 
guest-house. 'J'iic common houses at Qiiilon look 
fairly neat, with compounds of their own. The 
.standard of comfort and cleanliness here is jjrobabl}’ 
higher than iti the ^laratlm country, higher than 
in most parts of India. 

But an undeniable clear, early impression of 
Travancorc is this; (he c.xccssivc, the .spick-and- 
span coquettish neatness of the average houses at 
Trichur and Krnakulam is not. found here. It may 
cxi.st northward from those places ; but it does 
not exist .southward. On the Cochin mainland I 
quickly noted that such words as ‘ huts ’ or ‘ hovels ’ 
no longer had any application. But nlrcad3’’ in the 
lagoon country’ of North Travancorc the hou.ses of 
(he Gshing or other people were mere huts. Even 
in Quilon there arc manj’ dwellings to which the 
same name would be no insult. This is also true of 
big, hill^’’ Trivandrum, wliencc I write. So iilr. 
Bancrji is evidently' correct in claiming that no- 
where in India is there the same standard of neat- 
ness and of comfort as in his humming little State, 
r 
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How far neatness necessarily means prosperity, or 
‘ vice versa,’ is a deeper question, into which I will 
not go. 

I went for the Civil Surgeon of British Cochin, 
pleasantly encountered again at Quilon and in 
Trivandrum, as to the eradication of elephantiasis 
in his little promontory. Cannot all the King’s , 
horses and all the Kang’s men stamp out this 
ignoble horror ? The answer was startlingly illus- 
trative of the material basis of life, and of how ' 
very many things, if not most things, depend upon 
money. Yes, elephantiasis might be completely 
stamped out. Ail that is needed is a guaranteed 
supply of pure drinking water, preferably from the 
sea, as at Aden. The installation would cost about 
a lakh (£6,666) for British Cochin, another lakh for 
vile Matanchery, in State territory. Two lakhs out- 
right would do this great work, plus about 2000 
rupees a month for running expenses. All this is 
wholly beyond local resources. And neither Madras 
Presidency nor Cochin State is likely to see the 
glory of conquering elephantiasis as the Americans 
conquered yellow fever at Panama and in Cuba. 

This Civil Surgeon offers yet a new type, for me, 
in the infinite complexity of Indian life. He be- 
longs to the community, numbering perhaps 4000, 
of Kashmiri Brahmans long settled in Northern 
India. He is not a Brahmo, because he has no 
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need io be. He is (he peconrl highly su])crior Kash- 
miri (bat. 1 bare known, (be other Iieing bis school- 
mate. the Diwan Daya Kishan. 

Quilon boasts a .scanky, not to .say paltiy, beach, 
where (he better classes gather of an evening. 
Just here, and beyond to tlie lighthouse, a fine 
• harbour might be made. I am told, not only by 
natives, that this is prevented by British jealousy, 
chieflj' represented bj' some Madras merchants. It 
is said that a great port in a Native State would 
not be tolerated. There are about a dozen Euro- 
]icans, whose chief excuse for a sweltering existence 
is business. People dress mercifully little in Mala- 
bar ; yet at Quilon there are often dinners where 
dressing is required. The Darragh Cotton Mils, 
\nth all their clangour of machineiy, are worth a 
visit. Here are G50 men ; and more interesting, 
150 women — or rather young girls, up to mar- 
riage. 

I had thought of going laterally across Travan- 
core from west to east, by taking the railway ' 
journey inland as far as Shenkota on the State 
frontier, through GO miles of so-called unrivalled 
Ghat scenery. But the trip did not come off. I 
was not sorry to have a quiet Christmas. Two 
Christians, even of the most nominal type, like to 
forgather on that day, I collected a new opinion, 
namely, that morally Malabar is the sink of India. 
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'.riiis is but Ibo qiiotcfl opinion of one innn ; and is 
not nicanl. as a aweeping criticism of JMalabar 
morals. 1(. chiefly refers, not to sexual matters, 
but to the alleged pensistent nndcrliandcd and in- 
triguing habits of the people. 1 used to wonder, 
since I "was sometimes prostrated by the heat ov'cn 
in the might 3 '' Residencj', what would be my con- 
dition in one of the low-roofed bungalows outside. 
Probably the condition of a corpse. 

From Quilon to Trivandrum I brought down a 
pleasant-faced young man, with acquaintances in 
common with m^'sclf, and of a wandering life. He 
turned out to bo a son of the onl^" Nair Diwan of 
Travancore, .some thirtj'' j'cans before. TJie Sfalabar 
anomalj'' must here be remembered, that the .son of 
a Diwan is a less important personage than his 
nephew. My new friend told me, among other 
things, one which I have confirmed in Trivandrum, 
and which (but I am ver 3 ’’ ignorant) may well 
justify the worst opim’on of this coast. It seems 
that a man is not allowed to tallc freely with, or 
freely to approach, his younger sister, after she has 
groum up. Incredible as it may seem, a brother 
and sister in an enlightened family, by driving out 
together, have given occasion to bad tallc. Tlie 
next step, logically, Avould be to import suspicion 
into the relations between father and daughter ; 
and this step has been taken. I •null not pursue 
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the gruesome subject. Wliat a poisoning of the 
springs of family life ! 

Tlie alleged careless morality of Malabar is some- 
thing not apparent on tlic surface, something 
reversed and intangible. Real carelessness might 
well be better than such thought-taldng ! 

A cabin-boat becomes more comfortable when 
one is put up to certain things. The crews, mostly 
Christians, were at their worst so near to Christmas. 
They took some thirteen hours for the 40 miles. 
In the tree tops were still hanging pretty Christmas 
lanterns. We went by many narrow ways, where 
the oai's hardly had room to work. AVe passed in 
the dark a place I should much have liked to see, 
Anjengo (British territory), now a lonely shooting 
place for snipe. Here was brought up, a long 
centurj' and a half ago, in an isolation we can 
hardly grasp, Sterne’s ‘ Eliza,’ whose story is well 
told in James Douglas’s ‘ Bombay and Western 
India.’ Anjengo was also the birthplace of Robert 
Ormc, no longer compared to Thucydides, yet still 
dear to Colonel Newcoinc, and to a few other 
Anglo-Indians. We passed through several tmmels, 
one of them a might}^ work, Avhere an open blind 
was knocked off the cabin-boat. The same voyage, 
by ‘ wollam ’ or open canoe, costs, I have just 
learned, rupees. 

Shall I ever catch up with myself in these Malabar 
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IfitcrH? 'J'lic very clltiuile ni.'ikcs one feel like (lie 
man wlio wis born half an Jiour late, and vlio 
never, through life, could make up that Jialf-hour. 
] cannot begin to tell here of 'JVivandrum, where, 
for Hcveral daya, every kindneas Jm« been aliown 
me. I found a liandaome letter from the Diwan, 
in I\Iadras, }ioj)ing that 'J’ravancore was interesting 
me. Was it not! Ho committed me to the care 
of Ills .substitute here, the genial Chief Secretary to 
the Government. 



CHAPTER IX 


TllIVANDllUM— THE MAHARAJA 

‘ The Protected State of Cocoamitcorc ! 

^^^lerc dwells a worthy and well-oiled nation. 

Blest with a faultless administration ; 

Tlie brightest land, with the lightest tax. 

And an annual surplus of fifty lacs ; 

MHierc happy ryots ne’er pestered by famines. 

Till fields, in subjection to blessed Brabmins, 

A land of peace, a land of delight, 

ITherc every one, cvcrpvhere, ahvays docs right. 

ATherc white men, living in meek minority. 

Acknowledge Brahminical superiority. 

In short, and I’m sure I cannot say more, 

’Tis a heaven upon earth, this Cocoanutcore,’ 

Chutney Lyrics. 

'Tlie Good Sir Gammon Row.’ 

rriHB above verses are not my own. I wish 
they were, though quoted verse is paid for, 
and original not ! Who, in this generation, knows 
‘ The Chutney Lyrics ’ ? It is a neat httle volume, 
published by Higginbotham, in Madras, way back 
in 1871. As for the neatness of the verse, that is 
unmistakable. There is both comic and literary 
force. Two copies existed in Trivandrum, the pro- 
perty of the same book-loving administrator. The 
last preceding State guest here, Mr. R. C. Dutt, 
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carried off one of the copies last October. With all 
his reading, it was a revelation to him, ‘ Oh, give 
me that book ! ’ he cried. If Mr. Dutt did not 
know ‘ Chutney Lyrics,’ others may be excused to 
whom it is but the echo of a name, or less. ■ 

Who wrote this book of rare promise ? A young 
man, I am told, named Caldwell, the son of a 
missionary Bishop of Tinnevelly. He died soon 
after, I believe in Travancore, Doubtless more 
could be learned about this earlier, incomplete 
Kipling. Caldwell’s very name for this State, 
Cocoanutcore — how awfully good it js ! That is 
Kerala, the coastal territory beginning where Mala- 
bar proper is said to end, in the North of Travan- 
core. It is alleged to differ in several respects from 
Malabar, and to allow much less freedom to its 
women. 

The very word Kerala means palm. And to show 
how the word and the thought predominate here, 
as I write comes in a note from the scholarly kins- 
man of the ruling family, whom I am to meet this 
afternoon — the Maharaja’s cousin and brother-in- 
law, as he is called, Kerala Varma, 

The poem of Caldwell’s, quoted from above, ‘ The 
Good Sir Gammon Row,’ is a very strong attack 
upon a very strong man, on whose traces I come 
at every step, the late Raja Sir T. Madhava Rao. 
Of course, Brahmanical superiority has greatly 
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dimiiiished in Travancore during the last forty 
years, in common with priestcraft the world over. 
The last Ihies of the rather long poem are : 

^ Ml truth, all justice is fudge 
M7icu a Brahmin is judged by a Brahmin Judge ! ^ 

A descendant of Sir Gammon Row has the candour 
* to admit to me that this is stiU essentially true in 
Travancore. 

During four days ah’eady at Trivandrum I have 
come into closer touch irith manj’^ of the people, 
things, and t3^es of IMalabar, or jDerhaps Kerala, 
I found awaiting me a promised letter from Pro- 
fessor Macdonell, giving interesting details about 
the condition of Sanslmt learning in these parts. 
In Cochin State there are said to be, for example, 
4000 Brahmans who can repeat the whole of one 
of the Vedas. 

I am lodged at the Trivandrum Travellers’ 
Bungalow, which is the most convenient place in 
every respect. Even normally, it is superior to the 
ordinary buildmg of the sort. But it may be quite 
transformed Avith tAvo rooms reserved, AAdth special 
furniture and servants, Avith flowers and books, 
and AAuth a carriage ahvays AA'aiting unharnessed in 
the shade. Best of aU the additions is a pimkah, 
Avorked da}’- and night by xmusuaUy faithful imps. 
Without this punkah I might not have surAuved, 
and certainly could not have written the last two 
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of the wheels go, much like a permanent Under- 
secretary of State at liome. He is a jovial giant 
of fifty, standing G feet 1 inch, able to work, even 
in this climate, twelve or fourteen hours a day. 
In hours yet further stolen from sleep, j\Ii\ Vieyra 
is also a man of letters — a man of European culture, 
who has never seen Europe. He is a raconteur, 
and can cap a quotation with any one. ‘ What docs 
Shakespeare say of a given situation ? ’ — and the 
right passage comes out ! The Chief Secretary is 
of recent Portuguese, and also Dutch, stock, un- 
connected with Goa. 

Local ‘ institutions ’ are apt to be dull dogs ; and 
. I was not sorry to find most of them closed. But 
it was a restful delight to wander through the shady 
Trivandrum Library, which is on a scale far beyond 
what could be expected ; and to hear of Sir. Dutt’s 
keenness on books : ‘ Here’s a new edition ’ — 

‘ That’s rubbish ! ’ 

Of his Maharaja, Mr. Vieyra says : ‘ So far as I 
can learn, there is no other ruler in India Hke liim — 
so intelligent, so patient, so devoted to the good of 
his subjects.’ I had also been told that the ruler 
knew more about his own country than any of his 
oflScers did. 

I was summoned to meet H.H, at 6.45 a.m. yester- 
day. The hour is not so dreadful as it seems, since 
Trivandrum time is half an hour behind the ordi- 
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nary. Yet it did remind me of an awful scramble 
I had in London, long ago, to get to the breakfast 
of an Indian pro-consul, from miles away, at 
‘ quarter past eight ’ of a December morning, 
arriving half an hour late, after all. That would 
not do with the Maharaja of Travancore, who is 
the most punctual of rulers. 

There was a freslmess and delight about Trivan- 
drum streets at sunrise, but all this has to be paid 
for in Aveariness later. At the Palace within the 
Fort there Avere feAV guards. Before a wall adorned 
Avith curious frescoes of elephants and of dragons, 
stood two purple peons. Within a plain hall, flush 
Avith the steps, stood the Maharaja. 

I could Avrite an article about him and about the 
intervieAv of some forty minutes. But it seems 
better to write only a paragraph, for which express 
permission Avas given. The Maharaja perfectly 
remembered the Adsit of ‘ Mr. Loti ’ eight years be- 
fore. It seems that Loti could understand English 
Avhen addressed, but could not speak it. He Avas 
accompanied by Mr. Mackenzie, the Resident, who 
translated for him, and Avho afterwards Englished 
his accoimt of Travancore for the Maharaja. (This 
forms a neat pamphlet of about forty compact 
pages.) Such facts make Loti’s attitude towards 
the English seem stranger than ever. It may be 
remembered how inscrutable and alien Loti had 
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found the Maharaja. I found the same ruler quiet, 
oven liushed, in manner, and of great courtesy. 
But I prefer not to discuss my kind host. So the 
year which began for me in Kashmir ends in Kerala. 
I hope this week to have a drive to Comorin. 



CHAPTER X 


THIS LUTLli UANIS AND THISIII GUAJIDIAN 

rpiIE very pleasantest hour which I have had 
in Malabar was perhaps the one which I was 
allowed to spend with the little Ranis (Queens) of 
Travancore. The position of these still wee Prin- 
cesses is one to touch the imagination. There, is 
nothing quite like it in the woi’Id, though it suggests 
the position of the Queen of Holland when a child. 
Chinese documents of a dozen odd centuries ago, 
quoted in Dr. Stein’s ‘ Ancient Khotan,’ speak of a 
Kingdom of Women, ‘Strirajya,’ 3000 ‘li’ to the 
south of Khotan. A ‘ li ’ is about the fifth part of 
a mile, which would make the distance but COO 
miles. I leave it to the learned to say whether this 
allusion can possibly bo due to any echo of the 
strange matriarchal institutions of Malabar. 

The Sanskrit Chronicle of Kashmir, by the way, 
places its Kingdom of Women, whose warriors 
could vanquish their enemies merely by baring 
their diaquietingly lovely bosoms, amid the in- 
hospitable wastes duo north. I am also told that 
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Malabar is constantly spoken of as ‘ Stri-Malabar,’ 
with reference to the peculiarly strong position of 
women here. The important legal question hero 
still is, not ^vhat man’s son is any one, but what 
W'Oman’s sou is he. 

I do not want to make a chsquisition when I 
o should be describmg two delieious childi’en ; yet it 
is important to place them. The present Maharaja, 
aged fifty, is the last survivor by blood of a line 
which w'as adopted into the ruhng House more 
than a century ago. Adoption plays as great a 
part in Lidian life as it did in the life of ancient 
Rome ; and, as in Rome, it is held to take the place 
of blood-relationship m the fullest degree. Adop- 
tion has been so much in the air here latterly that 
one is apt to think of it as more frequent than it 
really is. The Travancore dynasty is believed to 
be mentioned in the Mahabharata, and in any case 
is ancient enough. Yet before these httle Ranis, 
there had been but six royal adoptions during as 
many centuries. 

It is the result of the matriarchal system of suc- 
cession that a man’s, and especially a ruler’s, son is 
unimportant as compared to his sister’s son. A 
Maharaja’s son can never succeed. He is called a 
Tambi ; and there is an entire caste or sept of 
Tambis. I have seen, standing unnoticed in a shop, 
the son of the highly accomplished late Maharaja. 
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Tlie present ruler also has lawful progeny, which 
does not count. Rather topsyturvy, isn’t it ? And 
his line Avould have died out but for the adoptions 
of 1900. Not to go into family details, there are 
normally two outstanding Princesses, called Ranis, 
the son of one of whom should be the next Maha- 
raja. They may be the sisters, the nieces, or, as < 
was lately the case, the female cousins (adopted 
sisters), of the Maharaja, These Ranis are royal, 
but their husbands are not. 

Classic words for caste are used in Malabar which 
are no longer heard in many parts of India. The 
word Sudra is constantly used to designate Nairs 
and other quite swagger people. And the warlike 
sound of Kshattriya seems to mean a very limited, 
persistent, and endogamous clan, which includes 
the ruling family. Fair ! It has been a constant 
wonder to me how fair many people are in this 
romantic uttermost end of India, which ought to 
be negritic, but which is not, or which has ceased 
to be so. 

Never was there such a delusion as mine in 
imagining that I was coming into a country of black 
people. These exist just across the Ghats, a little 
to the eastwards : I am told, without much grasp- 
ing it, that the moist sea air whitens, and also 
beautifies, the people who were once essentially 
Tamils, Be it that, or the alleged pervading 
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brother of the aged feudatory Eaj'a of Parapanad. 
flo i3 now about sixty-two. Ho is a nobleman, a 
scholar, also, alas ! with all his gentleness, a devotee 
— but not a ‘ Highness.’ But ho will pardon my 
not speaking of him hero save in his capacity of 
guardian to his very charming charges, who are 
by blood his dead wife’s great-nieces. 

From eight to a dozen and more years ago, the 
question of adoption was a burning one. The 
ruling House then seemed in danger of extinction. 
It has since become extinct, save for the Maharaja. 
The late Senior Rani, cousin of the Maliaraja, was 
tactfully urged, especially by the late Sir Sheshia 
Shastri, to make an adoption which would supply 
the State wth children who would be as if her 
own. The children were at hand, in the two tmy 
daughters of her Hvo nieces. Tiiey were born in 
the month of November, one in 1895, and the other 
in 189G. I have heard these fine childi'en called 
‘ picked specimens ’ of the Kshattriya race, and so 
they are. But the late Senior Rani did not have 
to ■^vander far to find them. These are the little 
Ranis, Setu Lakshmi Bayi, Senior Rani, and Setu 
Parvati Bayi, Junior Rani. The rest of the names 
seems to be traditional ; but the ‘ Setu ’ is some- 
thing particular. There was, before their births (as 
before the birth of the little Tsarevitch), a pilgrim- 
age to Rameshvaram, -with performance of the 
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, • tnvv rites— Renee tlie epitbeLc 

‘SetuSnanam’ expiatory ute 

double name; . , . ^ the royal 

These little ladies wei P ^^^t, 1900. 

family, with - granddaughters 

■ « late Seniot Banl, 

“:Io jeave late. Uttle Seta * 

Seaioe Earn, and Seta Parvati tie only 
Rani. Each of them is ‘ Her Ugliness. 

Stated to he very conscious of the lact, T 
governess says that sometimes she can only appeal, 
with them, to the ‘ Noblesse oblige ’ ; but that the 
appeal always tells. 

Upon these little girls, though one hardly likes 
to think of it in that light, depends the succession 
to the throne of Travancore. From one of them 
must be born the next Maharaja. It was thought 
that, in order to be legal, their nominal marriages 
must take place before they reached the age of 
twelve. There were therefore the recent wedding 
ceremonies, which many will remember. I will not 
stop to speak of the youthful Kshattriya husbands. 
Tiio Senior Rani’s husband is still quite a youth. 
The Junior Rani’s husband is some half-dozen years 
older than the other, and is, by great exception, a 
graduate of Madras University. 
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‘ Their Highnesses are coming,’ said the kind 
and venerable Kerala Varma. Do^vn the vista of 
the long hall advanced, Avith conscious dignity, tAvo 
of the daintiest httle figures imaginable. I had not 
been prepared for the arrangement of the hair, 
Avhich Avas done, according to a national custom, in 
an enormous Aving over each little forehead. There 
Avas I knoAV' not Avhat Burmese or Japanese effect 
about this, suggesting'that shght Mongolian touch 
Avhich is undeniable along this coast. The Ranis 
had on large tight-fitting silk jackets, one of 
crimson, one of green. They also Avore, bunched 
up in pleats high over the stomach, some snowy 
drapery, not at ail to be called by the familiar Indian 
name of ‘sari.’ There Avas also some gold, Avith 
sparkling gems. The children Avere several sizes 
smaller than I Avould have thought from their pic- 
tures, and from Avhat I had heard. They are noA? 
(January, 1908) little more than turned tAA^elve and 
eleven years of age respectively. The Senior Rani 
stands three inches higher than the Junior : so 
little Setu Parvati Bayi has her Avork cut out for 
the nest year ! I Avas told that Hair Av^omen (yet 
these are not at all Hair) are built someAirhat 
small. 

They are both of them little beauties ; and as 
fair as some Europeans. The elder is more reserved, 
more conscious of her dignity, and also (I hope I am 
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giving away no secret !) the (quicker pupil, ikoy 
are, indeed, a lovely pair. I could not wonder at 
ICerala Varma saying that since the death o£ his con- 
sort the care and the companionship of these children 
have made the greatest delight in his life. -They 
have been adopted as two sisters. But by blood 
they are first cousins. Their mothers are sisters. 
One of these is always in residence at the Palace, 
by turns, and both the girls call her ‘ mother. 
With each mother comes (to iUustrate the sub- 
ordinate position of the mere male in Malabar) her 
husband, the father of one of the girls. It was a 
happy home fife that was indicated. 

Wlien the httle Ranis entered, the hall was still 
somewhat dim. It was hardly 7 a.m. This is the 
hour when Europeans generally have to meet 
members of the ruhng family. The reason for this 
is one which provoked Lord Roberts, who had 
Imown nothing like it in any other part of India, 
to a possibly vmcharitable remark in his ‘ Forty-one 
Years.’ Malabar is blessedly free from any imita- 
tion of that wicked invention of Mahomed, the 
purdah. There is only one woman in Travancore 
who is at all ‘ gosha ’ (condemned to seclusion), as 
they say. This is the consort of H.H. the Maharaja, 
herself not royal. And she is not really ‘ gosha,’ since 
she latterly goes out driving in a carriage with 
blinds half raised, and has let her portrait appear. 
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But religion takes it out, in ilalabar, by an exag- 
gerated development of Touch-not-ism. Europeans 
must visit royalty thus early because their touch 
pollutes, because the purifying bath is taken at 
8 a.m., and only after that can food be tasted. One 
hesitates to recall such facts in the midst of courtesy 
so great as that I have received. 

After about a quarter of an hour, came in the 
charming yoimg governess of the Ranis, Miss Watts. 
She helped the conversation to flow, though the ice 
had already been broken. The Ranis speak quite 
firm good English, having been at it for at least 
six years. They abo study in Malayalam and in 
Sanskrit. In the last language they do not try to 
speak, but read easy stories. I inquired about their 
doUs. The Senior has five dolb, and the Junior, 
as is but right, seven. Two magnificent dofls were 
given by Lady Ampthill. The Ranb are just 
starting a stamp album. I heard all about their 
little lives ; how, in addition to a deal of pious 
ceremonial, they go out driving in the afternoon, 
or play badminton with their consorts and others. 
They are evidently strong and healthy. It was 
pretty to watch their drawing-books, and others, 
marked ‘ Sr ’ and ‘ Jr ’ respectively. I saw them 
playing on big vinas, seated on the floor. I abo 
heard them, in the schoolroom, playing the piano 
with a good touch. 
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Ifc is so often said that Indian girls have no 
clnldhood. But these evidently have a good child- 
hood. It is to bo hoped that, with the help of 
j\Iiss Watts, this may bo continued for some time 
yet. 



CHAPTER XI 


‘THIS LAST CORNER’ 

rpiHE ten chapters preceding were all ^yritten 
literally from Malabar, and as nearly as pos- 
sible on the spot. But what ivith the Malabar 
Head, the insidious oppression of the climate, with 
limited time and strength, it was impossible to 
keep up with these or any other letters during the 
rush of departure from the country. Yet, as a 
friend chafSngly told me, I had not been in such 
haste as to tumble over myself. I was in the two 
Malabar States for a month and some days — or 
about t’sviee as long as Loti ever was. How he 
took his notes, mental or other, seems to be one of 
the mysteries of genius. 

Loti, though this is not apparent in his narrative, 
stopped at the Residency in Trivandrum, and was 
officially conducted almost eveiywhere. The Koil 
Tampuran (Kerala Varma, c.s.i.) showed me a 
small framed photograph of him, already faded, 
which Loti gave him eight years ago. The author 
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appears as a smart naval officer, his breast so be- 
dizened with decorations that one wonders where 
they can all have come from. 

Readers may remember Ins complaint, at the 
end of the fascinating Malabar portion, that he 
had been passed through the country (I quote from 
memory) as if in a sorb of magic barque, with the 
utmost courtesy, but as rapidly as possible, and 
having been allowed to see as little as possible of 
the inner meaning of things. I used to inquire in 
advance if that would be my experience. No, I was 
cordialljf told, times had changed even in these 
few years. But I heard in Trivandrum that Loti’s 
complaint was possibly justified. And if anything 
prevented his seeing things, it would have been not 
native secretiveness, but the ineradicable English 
official jealousy of a foreigner in a Native State. 
Even so far from the Proutiec as here — even in this 
Last Corner ! 

So the two or three letters from Slalabar, neces- 
sary to complete the subject, are written from tlie 
nearest halting-place outside, while still everything 
is fresh in my mind,. The order was but for ten 
letters. But to keep within the four corners of 
such editorial estimates is notoriously hard. Thus, 
Professor Macdonell was ordered to get his abstract 
of Sanskrit Literature, in the forthcoming Historical 
volume of the Imperial Indian Gazetteer, into forty 
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pages. But the subject was too much for him ; 
and he confesses to sixty ! 

My articles written in Malabar, with an exception 
or two, had the advantage of being corrected, as to 
matters of fact, by the best authority accessible 
upon the spot, whether Tehsildar, Diwan, or another. 
Such chapters can only be superficial, impressionistic. 
According to a high authority, you must travel uji 
and down Travancoro, for at least six months, at 
great expense of strength and money, before you 
can begin to consider that you Icnow it. With all 
my respect for the exact fact, I fear that blunders, 
for which I still invite correction, may have crept 
into the preceding chapters. Such are still more 
liJcely in the remaining chapters. But at least there 
will have been no wlful mistakes. 

‘ This Last Corner.’ The phrase came from a 
clever young Head Clerk, with a Maratha name, a 
grandson of the great Sir T, Madhava Rao, Avho 
had been told off to attend me in Trivandrum, 
This brings up the predominance of the Maratha 
Brahmans, and especially of one clan, in the State.s 
through which I liave been travelling. There can 
' bo no greater compliment to your Marathi than 
to .say that you speak like a Rao, In Mysore the 
First Councillor of State is Raja Madliava Rao’,s 
only surviving child, Mr. Ananda Rao. To iiis 
kindly courtc-sy I owed two useful letters of intro- 
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duction in Travancore. One was to liis brother-in- 
law, Mr. Padmanabha Rao, of Quilon, himself the 
son of a notable Diwan of some twenty years ago, 
named Ram Rao. This gentleman suggests the 
high-bred, athletic type of an Enghsh squire, but 
with the hmitation that orthodoxy forbids him to 
be a sportsman. This limitation is imloio^vn to 
many of the Brahmans of the North, as witness the 
Diwan of Kashmir. In Travancore I soon ceased 
to count the sons and nephews of ex-Diwans whom 
I met. 

The one public monument in Trivandrum is the 
statue, too short, yet impressive, of Raja Sir T. 
Madhava Rao — ‘ the good Sir Gammon Row.’ In 
a house close beside it, I can hardly say below it, 
lives his grandson, my friend and guide, who has 
also numerous kinsmen. In his earhest years he 
was confidential Private Secretary to his grand- 
father, who died in 1891, barely turned sixty-three. 
A delightful paragraph might be made up, if this 
were quite the place for it, from his memories of 
the veteran Diwan ’s acts and words. The old man 
was a High Tory. He distrusted, perhaps with good 
reason, some modern tendencies, such as the mania 
for Enghsh education. He would have hked to see 
primogeniture grafted upon the Indian joint-family 
system ; and to perpetuate his title of Raja. He 
died a millionaire, in rupees (£66,666), after having 
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lived upon a scale wMch. few Indians, not sove- 
reigns, have attempted. 

Abundant and unique materials exist, chiefly in 
the hands of Mr. Ananda Rao, of Bangalore, for a 
Life and Letters of Sir Madhava Rao such as has 
been written of few Indians, It would be a book of 
international importance, helping to reveal Indians 
to Europe at large. But it should not be delayed 
until the world has ceased to be interested even 
in this mighty administrator of three States (Tra- 
vancore, Indore, Baroda), whom his namesake of 
Mysore, for example, beheves to have been the 
greatest Indian of the century. 

Cape Comorin I had to give up. This is the 
only one of the great Capes of the world which 
orthodox Hindus can visit. There, on the evening 
of the full moon, you may watch the sun sinking 
in the sea on the one hand, while the moon rises 
from the sea on the other. I was within 60 miles 
of the Cape, or less than one degree. But, so near 
to the equator, they were insuperable miles to mo. 
There was talk of sending me in one of the few 
motors. But something was the matter’, as some- 
tliing generally is, with the chauffeur. Time was 
lacking ; nor could I otherwise face the bullock-cart 
method. So Comorin, the Cape of the Virgin, at 
the mingling of three seas, remains for the present 
unvisited. 
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A visit to the Museum is well worth while, if 
only because of the live big canvases by the late 
Raja Ravi Vurma. Some of these I knew from 
engravings ; but the rich colouring of the originals 
adds enormously to the clfect. Ravi Varma’s 
drawing is said to leave something to desire. But 
he has colour, and, what is more, atmosphere. 
His Sitas and his Draupadis ! There is here a 
noble ideal of Indian womanhood. I am told that, 
technically (as in the greater length of the arms), it 
is modelled on the wonnuxliood of Northern India, 
where, of course, the epics belong. 

But in this last, for so long this last, corner of 
India, there is a frequent female type of which any 
country might be proud. i\Iy sight of the little 
Ranis had revealed to me what I was losing by 
Ie;iving Trivandrum before the many Girls’ Schools 
had reopened. These must be perfect gardens of 
beauty. Loti visited but one, of w’hich he lias left 
quite a luscious description. The ivory fairness of 
these women and girls is a perpetual wonder. I do 
not w'ish to hurt any feelings ; and the Nairs are 
getting sensitive about their supposed Brahman 
blood. But a high authority said to me : ‘ They 
get their brains, their comiilexions, everything, 
from the Brahmans.’ 

I had been told in Bangalore that I wmuld find 
Trivandrum an oven more intellectual city. I w'ould 
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not believe it. Yet so it seems to be. But the 
ability seems to lack direction, practicality, contact 
with the earth. It is an intellect in the void, so 
to speak. To a tantalising degree, most of the 
prominent people I met were not Malayalis at all. 
The real people of Travancore, the Nairs, have not 
produced a Diwan for some thirty years, since the 
father of the friend whom I brought do'ivn from 
Quilon. The reapers of the harvest are most gener- 
ally Brahmans, and even these not usually those 
of the country, of whom so much is heard. The 
administrators are apt to be Maratha Brahmans, 
or else, like the new Diwan, Tamil Brahmans. 
There is one very prominent Telugu Brahman. 







GIIAFl’ER XII 


ACUOi^S TUAVANCOllK 

^11RIVANDRU.^^, aiul in fact Cocoanutcore gener- 
-*■ ally, would make a delightful Lotus Eaters’ 
Land. It is a nice country in which to lie on one’s 
back— on one’s back, under the punkah, doing 
nothing, hardly thinking, but recovering from the 
last thought of e.xertion. For work the climate is 
not fitted. A public .servant has stated that 
may, with resolution, work four hours a day, but 
no more. That is not .so bad as the case of a former 
JJishop of Bomba}', wlio used to claim that ho 
could not work more than two hours a day in the 
climate of Bombay city. The ne.\t step is to divide 
the working hour up into fifteen-minute intervals. 
A country for the Labour Leader’s famous prin- 
ciple : Never to work between meals ! 

Europeans are apt to think that they cannot 
survive at all in the Tropics without eating and 
sleeping very largely. But even in Trivatulrum 
may be found successful advocates of the simple 
life. I have been surprised at the number of big 
Europeans, si\'-footers more or less, whom I have 
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met in Malabar. Perhaps the others died in infancy. 
I cannot understand Indians living through such 
burning days upon their vegetable trash. But what 
a glorious thing it must be economically ! A rich 
Indian can feed lilce a fighting-cock on 8 annas a 
day. How much more money must be worth to 
him than to us ! Tliat raises an economic question, 
into which I will not enter. I was once, in Trivan- 
drum, taken up a ladder into a. sort of loft, where 
I would snuff out quickly enough in the course of a 
summer’s day. It was the ‘ studio ’ (as people will 
say for ‘ study ’) of a Professor dramng Rs. 320 
(£21 odd) a month. I was told that he probably 
banked over three-quarters of his pay. 

Work is the one thing not to be thought of in 
Trivandi’um. But why work, with the cocoanut 
trees growing for you ? The average cocoanut tree 
brings in 10 rupees a year ; and there are few men 
in Cocoanutcore who do not own some. An esti- 
mate which I have already given, and which was 
passed by a high authority, namely, that twp or 
three trees, %vith some fish from the backwater, 
will support an ordinary family through the year, 
appears to be exaggerated. But half a dozen trees 
will do so. In Travancore there are hardly any 
houseless men. The. poorest has a share in an en- 
closed homestead. What an amazing, what a 
democratic and blessed fact ! 
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In the. twilight, :uul .sometimes also at other 
hours of the <la3% you may drivo abroad witlioub 
too much exertion. 'I'he very Imrses in Trivandrum 
arc languid. The climate, with tho local hill.s, is 
.■^aid to wear out a Jiorso in live yeans — specially 
tho big Walers. Tlicro wouUl seem to bo some 
• natural unlitncs.s along thi.s coast for many forms 
of animal life. The cattle and goats imported into 
Cochin degenerate into mere rats. It was therefore 
a conslajit wonder to mo that tho human race 
throve .so well, producing such creditable specimen.^. 
The Diwan tells me that the more arid parts of 
Travancore, .southwards froju Trivandrum, pro* 
duee, like »ScolI;ind, a .stalwart race of men, soldiers 
.six feet Jiigh and more. 

Ah for tho women, many of them are amazingly 
fiiir, in both .senses of the word. How did they get 
into this last and languid corner of India ? I call 
tjpon Sir Herbert Risley to explain. Some of the 
Nair women are fairer than any women in fabled 
Kashmir, or in all tJio twenty-six degrees of latitude 
that stretch between. 

For the re.st, to one who luis lived in Kashmir, 
there i.s much in Travancore, even in its unlikencss, 
to remind him of tho Valley. * Tho two best coun- 
tries in India,’ they have been called. At opi^osito 
extremities, they Itnow nothing of each otJier. But 
tliere is a similar natural and superlative pictur- 
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esqueness. Countries for artists to revel in. Things 
fall unsolicited into picture form — whether a bit of 
landscape, a little group, or a child in a doonvay. 
Just such visions do not abound in the Maratha 
country. Yet for a permanence I would prefer that. 

The life of India has little, pitifully little, of the 
glorious open sea. It therefore counts for much, 
at Trivandrum, that there is something of a beach, 
upon the full ocean, which you may reach by a 
toilsome drive of three or four miles. On several 
evenings it Avas a real refreshment to wend thither, 
and to play for a little with the in-rolling breakers. 
But this beach, somehow, always made me think of 
Loti, rather than of the people of the country, 

A very distinguished citizen of Travancore is 
the Senior and retiring Diwan Peshkar, Nagam 
Aiya, who has five times served as Acting Diwan. 
Mr. Nagam Aiya, still but fifty-seven and a fine 
figure of a man, is the oldest graduate of the Tri- 
vandrum College. I Avas introduced to him by his 
close friend, Mr. Ananda Rao, first Councillor of 
Mysore, Avho shares Aidth him his literary tastes. 
(Both of these lettered administrators retired during 
1908.) Mr, Nagam Aiya is the accepted literary man 
of the State. He has been settled in Travancore for 
generations past, yet is a Telugu Brahman, and, 
hire so many other prominent men, not quite of 
the soil. As a young graduate, he began to attract 
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oil u noble, breezy odtiito of ii liundrecl acre.-!, ii mile 
or two from Trivamirum, his ‘Hill,’ as ho calls it, 
or Tirumallai Lodge. He seems to be a rich man ; 
yet ho is liable to have to feed forty or fifty kins- 
men daily. That is the plea.sant Indian system, 
so dilTerent from English .snobbery. A man in the 
highest position will not disown a kinsman in the ' 
lowest. I have even known a native Prime 3Iini.ster 
(Hiwan) who was related to one of liis own chauf- 
feurs, and not ashamed of the fact. 

Of humble position in Trivandrum are two 
writers who have done, and will do, good work. 
One is Mr. Ramanatha Aiya, a clerk in the public 
offices, whoso name, again, shows liim to bo what 
in Travancoro is called a ‘ foreigner.’ Ho has pro- 
duced a capital ‘ Brief Sketch of Travancore ’ of 
some 230 pages, besides numerous interesting mono- 
graphs. The other is Mi*. Kukuswami Aiyengar, 
the loyal Private Secretary to the Koil Tampuran, 
Kerala Varma. 

I have long been accustomed to say that ortho- 
doxy is everywhere unintelh'gent. Yet there seems 
to be a momentary exception when one meets 
Nagam Aiya and one or two others. Orthodoxy 
rages and holds high revel in Malabar. It is vdlful. 

It is also expensive, as I remarked when hearing a 
great man denounced for eating on a railway train 
(which is forbidden for Hindus), and learned that 
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it would take the speaker 500 rupees to journey 
to jMadras, since he would have to be accompanied 
by half a dozen Brahman servants, besides stop- 
ping over several times. How can men of intellect, 
men who get out and read the best English books, 
stop to consider such paltriness ? ‘ If fifty families 
of our standing — but there are not five such families 
— would join us in making a stand, something 
might bo done.’ So it is local opinion which rules. 
‘ I would bo pointed at, or worse, as I walked 
through the streets of my Brahman village ! ’ 

I noted in Mysore that South India, so far ad- 
vanced intellectually and politically, without, for 
one thing, the shadow of any sedition, was strangely 
backward socially. This is still more notable in 
the maritime States. There seems not to be a 
Brahnio anywhere south of Trichur. The Raja of 
Cochin is said to be an enemy of ‘ Europe-returned ’ 
men. The Maharaja of Travancore, without going 
so far, watches the orthodoxy of his servants. A 
very bright boy of nhieteen, who has a moral right 
to have a try for the Civil, cannot go to England 
because of a miserable superstition. He is one of 
many. What does it matter that the ancient 
Hindus voyaged bravely over the neighbouring 
seas ? Local Southern opinion now forbids it ! 

How madly Hindu orthodoxy varies between 
North and South — ^yet in each quarter so cocksure 
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that it alone is right ! My Kashmiri secretary used 
to amuse me by declaring that the few Hindus of 
Kashmir, all of them Brahmans, were alone ‘ puklca ’ 
(genuine), all the Hindus of vast India being but 
‘ kutcha ’ (make-believe). ‘ What sort of Brah- 
mans are those ? ’ I was asked in Trivandrum, 
when I said that Kashmir Brahmans could not get 
along for a day ^vithout animal food. Poisonous 
spirit of orthodoxy, of narro\vne3s, of exclusion, 
everywhere the same ! So I lately set Bob Antony, 
my faithful Roman Catholic servant, to disputing 
with a Syrian Christian clerk who had been sent 
to conduct us to a Forest Bungalow. Each other 
Church, it appeared, including the Protestant, was 
‘not good.’ 

I must record here a highly suggestive thought ' 
which was thrown out in Trivandrum. What would 
have been the result had Englishmen, on first 
coming to India, adopted the ceremonial cleanli- 
ness of the Brahmans, kept only Brahman cooks, 
qualified themselves to eat with Brahmans, avoid- 
ing contact with sweepers and outcasts ? Might 
not races and faiths have then come together in 
quite another, and a more friendly, combination ? 
Perhaps Brahmanical exclusiveness would have de- 
feated any effort at either commensal or marriage 
relations. But the thought is greatly worth con- 
sidering. 
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I must also mention one respect in which the 
lyiaharaja of Travnneore, protector of orthodoxy 
though ho be, is more broadminded than some 
Indian rulers. lie fed me daily with far better 
beef tlian can be had in most District Centres. 
Contrast this with the monstrous pretension of the 
Maharaja of Kashmir (wlioso gentler virtues I Jiavo 
also seen and recorded) to control the diet of 
visitors to his State. 

While in Trivandrum I was allowed to examine 
some hundreds of manuscript letters written by 
the previous ^laharaja of Travancore, Icnown as 
Vishaham, from the constellation under wliich he 
was born. This is a subject ujmn which I wish to 
say here onl^' a few sentences. This ruler, born in 
1S37, reached the throne in ISSO, and died in 1SS5 
after a brilliant reign of only five years. Ho was 
uncle to the present Maharaja, also uncle to the 
late consort of Kerala Variua. The late Maharaja 
Vishaham was in some respects a born man of 
letters. Ho was also a statesman of Curzonian 
stiffness and infallibility ; also a devotee. Pro- 
bably no Indian sovereign of the last century had 
such distinguished qualities. Perhaps 1000 of his 
letters, often very brief, could yet be collected and 
published. Such a volume, with some connecting 
biographical matter, would bo a revelation to the 
world of what is possible in Hindu life, comparable 
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only to the desired Life and Letters of Vishaham’s 
teacher and dear friend, Sir Madhava Rao. 

From Trivandrum I was seen off, one evening, 
by Mr. Vieyra, the kindly Chief Secretary. My 
returning course now lay duo north to Cochin, 
three nights’ journey by cabin-boat, along the track 
by which I had entered Travancore. I need not 
repeat details. Under another moon, I had much 
the same lagoon experiences as three weeks before. 
This method of progression, by cabin-boat, is 
probably doomed, save for the stretch of 40 miles 
between Trivandrum and Quilon, which is along 
narrow canals, where steamboats cannot run. 

‘ Forty miles from the railway, and forty years 
behind the times,’ Trivandrum has been called. 
The only way is to link it up to some convenient 
station of the Quilon-Tinnevelly Railway. The 
cabin-boats are without the tolerable comfort even 
of a Kashmir doonga. They would be utterly im- 
possible to live in. 

I smile to think of the dream of renewing Kashmir 
experiences on these picturesque unlmowable waters. 
The steamboats have been called more comfortable 
than the cabin-boats. I have my doubts, having 
seen a steamboat dragging along in the. afternoon 
glare, hours late through having grounded on 
shoals. I would not for much have been without 
my six nights’ experience of ‘ the oars of Ithaca.’ 
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Fourteen oar:5 I counted, returning. I may say 
that, at lea.st for December and January, mosqui- 
toes are one of the empty bugbears of Malabar, I 
found practically no rnosquitoes, even in tho narrow 
canals ; nor had once to submit to the indignity 
of sleeping witliin the sepulchral mosquito nets. 
The curse of petty animal life was in every respect 
grciitl}' less than I had expected in such exuberant 
tropical regions. 

On tho way back, I spcjit four days at tho glorious 
Quilon Residency, overlooking tho salt Loch Ka- 
trine. 'L'he good Diwan Peshkar was unfortunately 
ill. Another Tehsildar, also a pleasant man, re- 
ceived mo this time. 

Tho vehicles of Quilon are fearsome things, and 
it is better to walk, except in tho sun. Indeed, it 
is a point of superiority hero, as compared to Tri- 
vandrum, that you can wallt. Ono feels a distinct 
amelioration in tho climate, even from tho differ- 
ence of two-thirds of a degree. This is not quite 
tho brazen, sand-refracted heat of Trivandrum. 
It is barely possible to get through tho day without 
tho crumbling of all tho faculties in tho siesta of 
crushed repose, A foul plague of wind, tho pre- 
cursor of tho hot season, persecuted us for tho last 
two days. Neither at Quilon nor at Trivandi-um 
did I see or hear of that infalliblo j^roof of a good 
Indian climate, namely, retired or unoccupied 



106 LETTERS PRQM MALABAR 

Europeans living there because they hke the place, 
and Avish to die there. 

One of the days was very fully occupied in 
journeying across Travancore to meet the Diwan 
at Shenkota on the frontier, where he had been 
for some days on his return from the Christmas 
holidays in Madras, and in returning with him to 
Quilon. This was the journey which did not quite 
come off when I was in Quilon before. It rather 
suggests the Grecian days : ‘ When men might 
cross a kingdom in a day.’ Travancore, as large as 
Wales, about one-third the size of all Greece, could 
never have been crossed twice in a day without 
the help of steam. The breadth of the State where 
the railway crosses it, in not quite its widest part, 
is about 60 miles. This distance is done in some- 
what over four hours. The journey is through the 
same far-stretching Western Ghats, here in their 
lowest extension, wooded, green, and pleasant, but 
no longer first-rate, either for size or looks. 

The trains do not run by night, though it is 
hard to see why they should not, since the line 
nowhere rises over 2000 feet. A train leaves Quilon 
at 6 a.m. If you take this, it is better to sleep 
aboard in the station. The first-class carriages are 
comfortable, Shenkota is 600 or 700 feet above 
the sea, and you feel the elevation instantly. Here 
you can possess yoiu’ soul, here you can read with- 
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out dizziness. This is Tamil country. The dark 
women in bright garments are unexpectedly comely, 
much better-looking than the men. The Tehsildar 
in charge here was not of the grade of others I had 
met, and spoke hardly any Enghsh. A second-class 
, Travellers’ Bungalow, where the Diwan courteously 
called. But I must not begin speaking, at the fag- 
end of an article, about Diwan Bahadur P. Rajago- 
palachariar, Prime Minister of Travancore. 



CHAPTER XIII 


THE DnVAN OF TRAVANCORE 
CONCLUSION 

TT is truly a remarkable group of Diwans wliich 
the three Southern States now possess. In 
each State, and elsewhere, I had heard claims that 
a particular Diwan was the very ablest of all. In 
Cochin, where Mr. Rajagopalachariar ruled for a 
quinquennium, until four or five years ago, I found 
his most convinced admirers. That is much, for 
there is every temptation to run down an ex- 
Diwan, These three strong men, between whom I 
am not going to institute comparisons, vary by an 
Indian generation in age. ]\Ir. Madhava Rao is 
fifty-seven, Mr. Rajagopalachariar is forty-five, Mr. 
Banerji is thirty-six. Perhaps the middle one has 
made the best speed for his years. He has kno^vn, 
and \vill Imow, how to be strong ■within bounds. 

His has been a victorious career. During a year 
of his youth, at the Madras Bar, Mr. Eajagopala- 
chariar made a lot of money. He is still apt to 
wish, in moments of disillusionment, that he had 
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nover ubaucloned the Law. Bub ho was caught up, 
nearly twenty years ago, into the Statutory Civil 
Service, the exact counterpart of which does not 
exist on the Bombay side. The members of this 
service do the work of Civilians, and get, not very 
equitably, two-thirds the pay. As a Collector, for 
* example, a Statutory Civilian will get 1600 rupees. 
This is a point which naturally hurts the self-love 
of all Indians in a district. A good example was 
set when the salaries of all members of the Madi'as 
High Court, European or Native, were equalised. 

How shall I give, in a paragraph, some idea of 
half a dozen hours of close conversation Avith Mr. 
Eajagopalachariar ? The southernmost Diwan 
knows ]\Ialabar as hardly any one, not born on 
the coast, can kiAow it. His experience dates from 
eighteen or more years ago, Avhen he was an Assistant 
Collector in British i\Ialabar. It will be seen that 
he has governed steadily southwards. Travancore 
is in some respects the most difficult portion of 
Llalabar to rule. The Diwan will not attempt it 
without the guidance and support of the experi- 
enced Maharaja, for whom he has a genuine admira- 
tion. I have expressed elsewhere his appreciation 
of some of the sterling qualities,, the steadiness and 
the sense of continuity, of this sovereign. 

I have never met a man of the Diwan’s position 
who had less nonsense or fewer affectations. He 
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would probably not shrink from the designation of 
‘ a plain man.’ He is all there, stripped for work, 
%vith immense driving power when once a channel 
is assured. His ideals, though he may not care for 
the adjective, seem Anglo-Saxon. On the railway 
journey down to Quilon .there were deputations 
drawn up on several platforms, and specially at 
the terminus. I repeatedly saw the Hiwan the 
centre of a group of which he was the poorest- 
dressed member. 

On another day I rowed across from the Quilon 
Residency to an inferior building on the other side 
of Loch Katrine, the so-called Travalli Palace, 
where the Diwan was lodging. It was a comfort- 
less palace, a palace of work. I told him that he 
gave his guests better accommodation than he 
gave himself. In Trivandrum he is said to occupy 
but a corner of his fine official palace, the Bhakti 
Vilasam. He is a widower, with five children, none 
of whom are mth him in Travancore. 

On that last day I found Mr. Rajagopalachariar, 
in connection with some recent official discovery, 
frankly denouncing ‘ the cursed tendency in Native 
States to go to sleep standing up.’ That is what 
he will have to struggle -with, the standing inertia 
of the East. It may prove too strong for him. 
Even chmatically, it is bound to be more insidious 
in Travancore than anywhere else. It is little to 



LEITERS FROM MALABMl 111 

say that there is nothing tonic about Travancore. 
The climate alone would make the land a-tonic, 
depressing, dissolving, not to say demoralising. 

The Diwan has an unusual grasp of European 
history. His experience, already long, though he 
still seems a young man, has taught him a vital 
^ difference between Europeans and Indians. The 
educated native is undoubtedly the cleverer, the 
more intellectual, quicker ‘ in the uptake.’ But it 
is all no good. It is so much ability in the air. 
The typical native lacks executive ability, con- 
stancy. The average Englishman has a rather 
thick head to drive an idea into. But once he grasps 
an order, he is admirably steady and faithful in 
carrying it out. Ho is an e.xecutive servant for his 
superiors to delight in. In the ideal distribution of 
posts in India, Mr. Rajagopalachariar feels that 
natives ought to occupy all posts up to 150 (£10) 
or 200, even 260, rupees a month — all merely sub- 
ordinate ones. Englishmen, for one thing, can 
hardly hve on such pay without corruption. In 
the middle grade, up to 750 (£50) or 1000 rupees, 
two-thirds of all posts should bo filled by natives, 
and only one-third by Europeans. But in the 
highest grade, the directing grade, two-thirds of all 
posts should be filled by Europeans, and only one- 
third by natives. That is, the real direction of 
affairs must remain European. 
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There is one exceptional department, the educa- 
tional. This ought to remain under English control, 
regardless of the above proportions. The Diwan 
dates the beginning of disaffection from the time, 
about a generation ago, when we let the High Schools 
of the country pass out of our hands. There used 
to be a grade of Englishmen, content to draw only 
from 300 (£20) to 500 rupees a month as Head- 
masters of High Schools. They Kved in isolation 
from most other Europeans, and in the happiest 
touch with native life. Their influence, and often 
that of their wives, upon the rising generation, was 
incalculable. The Diwan has the most grateful 
recollection of such a pair in his own early life. 
Since the English have been accepted as the rulers 
of India, they must, above aU things, retain the 
direction of thought and education. 

From Quilon I retxuned in the cabin-boat, a 
night’s journey of 40 miles, to the lonely wayside 
bimgalow at Karumadi, almost surrounded, by 
water. Here, as before, an official was waiting to 
receive me, and a good table was set before me in 
the wilderness throughout a long day. By the 
Diwan’s orders I was taken, in the twilight, to see 
some houses of quite poor Nairs. Their standard 
of comfort and neatness is, as already noted, not 
that of Cochin, yet above that of most parts of 
India. 
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gentle compulsion, as well as to pay them well. 
There was much efficiency in the way in which the 
relays of rowers were silently changed. 

There is little real blackoess in Malabar ; but it 
worJd be found among these semi-aquatic lagoon 
dwellers, if anj^rhere. Mr. A. P. Smith asserts that 
a very black girl is here considered more desirable 
than a more or less brown one, having often better 
features. The fact, which cannot hold for the 
whole of Travancore, must be an ethnological 
curiosity. 

My last set of rowers lost the 10 a.m. train. 
I had thus an imexpected delay with friends 
old and new in Ernakulam. But first I wired to 
H.H. the Maharaja of Travancore my grateful 
thanks ‘ for twenty days of regal hospitality.’ 

The climate of Ernakulam presents a very 
sensible amelioration as compared with that of 
Trivandrum, There are 130 miles between ; and 
every few miles make a difference. Mosquito nets 
are not indispensable. • In comparison with Tri- 
vandrum, one no longer feels like a worm here. I 
am encouraged to hope that another 130 miles up 
the Malabar coast may give a human climate to 
live in. The Europeans of Ernakulam and Cochin 
are to be commended for the high moral standard 
wliich they maintain, despite many temptations to 
the contrary. 
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After surrendering the hospitality of the State, 
I re-entered Travancore territory, which here cuts 
in at the back of Cochin, as the guest of a friend 
for a couple of daj's. A lonely Forest Bungalow, 
in teak plantations on the bank of the great Periar 
River — naturally the idea fascinated me. On start- 
ing for Malabar, I had asked what was the charac- 
teristic product of that land, in order that I might 
bring back some. The answer was teak, with 
requests for either some thousand cubic feet, or a 
few tons. Another product as genuine was ivory, 
of which alone I brought back any. But elephants 
were combined with teak in my friend’s charge. 

A clerk from the Forest Bungalow had been 
awaituig me in Ernakulam for several days. The 
bungalow is only about 20 miles from Ernakulam — 
but what miles ! The dozen miles or so by rail, to 
a wayside station, are all right. But then came 
half a dozen miles in that true invention of the 
Devil, the bullock-cart. There followed four miles 
in a covered canoe, being rowed and pulled up the 
one big river of Travancore, the Pei’iar. Even at 
this season, in January, it is stiU a noble stream, 
with banks ahnost brimming, above which rise 
young teakwoods. Any journey on the river is 
pleasant, even against the stream, or with occa- 
sional rapids to shoot. I, who had hitherto de- 
spised the ‘ wollam ’ or canoe as a cheap means of 
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lagoon navigation, can now believe that it may be 
no more uncomfortable than the cabin-boat. 

A large bungalow, above the broad stream. On 
the other side, a bathing house, whence noble 
bathing is to be had. A little up river, the shy 
Nair women may be seen disporting themselves in 
the water. My friend, a keen forester and botanist, 
able to name every shrub that grows. A typical 
athletic Englishman in physique and in tastes, de- 
lighting in long woodland excursions, regardless of 
the sun, which make one as hard as nails. Also a 
literary man, who ought some day to produce a 
book on the life of ‘The Forest Officer,’ written 
with a good deal more intimate knowledge than 
Mrs. Penny’s amiable effort of that name. 

This is the elephant country. An elephant, pitted ’ 
a day or two before, was the objective of an ex- 
pedition which filled most of our one whole day 
together. I had not imagined that it was possible, 
10 degrees from the equator, to affront the sun with 
such impunity, and possibly even benefit. But, as 
I remember Six’ William Hunter saying at Oxford : 

‘ The Indian sun is a bad fellow ; you mustn’t take 
hberties with him ! ’ 

Yet I was none the worse, once in a way, for six 
miles up river, several miles through jungle, then 
half a mile of sink, dive, wade, or swim, up the half- 
dried bed of a stream. My friend marched right 
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ahead through whatever element oSered, while I, 
and a ranger who was not strong, were carried when 
necessary. The elephant in the pit, at the end, was 
an interesting sight, though it was young, and ■with- 
out any vicious look in the small eyes. Elephants 
past the age of forty are released when caught, as 
being no longer capable of training. Our return 
was down a mile or two of half-dried channel. My 
friend rode stately on the bare neck of an elephant, 
where my own efforts to sit had been picturesque 
and vain. 


So good-bye to ‘ our wild and sweet South-West.’ 
Wild the people of Malabar certainly are, in the 
sense of the French ‘ farouche ’ — ^wildly shy. Of all 
peoples not mere sour fanatics, hke some Northern 
Moslems, these must be the hardest to get acquainted 
with. They flow away from you, as I have elsewhere 
said, like quicksilver. Even Avhen in seemingly 
frank contact Avith you, I am warned that they do 
not communicate their real selves. Here, again, 
the elusiveness is due to the abominable caste 
feeling. Stri-Malabar, forsooth ! In feAv Hindu 
lands can it be more difficult even to speak to a 
woman. But the shyness is also local. To a 
singular degree, a European settled in Malabar 
comes to be accepted by the people. The moral 
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new knowledge. However, some special agencies 
have been at work to provide that I should see 
things correctly, and in the right focus. I blush 
to think that similar facilities were lately being 
provided for Sir. Keir Hardie, 

But for a week past I have done nothing if not 
watch the Administration of Mysore from pretty 
near the centre. The chief fountain of my know- 
ledge, as of the courtesies extended to me, has been 
the well-known Diwan, whom, by way of compli- 
ment, there is no need to name. It would be an 
impertinence to call such a man ‘ enlightened ’ ; but 
I am not here writing a character sketch of him. In 
addition to the Diwan, I have conversed closely, for 
hours each, with some half-score officers of the 
State. I have been whirled over the countryside in 
motors, and have been personally conducted through 
villages. Let me at least teU a part of what I have 
seen and heard for the benefit of those who may 
know even less. 

I shall quote freely from things that have been 
said to me. Unless indicated as such, these opinions 
must not be taken as being personally those of the 
Diwan. 

Where shall I begin ? The following are some of 
the predominant impressions left : Efficiency and 
simplicity of administration ; up-to-date enlighten- 
ment in all public matters, as contrasted with some 
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social ones ; the amazingly high economic HtandarR 
of a rather uninteresting people. One .striking note 
of t'nc niace is e.\‘nrc.-^-ed in the n/nno of a leading 
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Club : tin: Cosmopolitan, Thi i oo.jsir^ 
is conridercti by -ome to be overdone. I 
*.d four Faiths in t.he .-..oiali group of mo;t 
men '.vLo are apt to gather around the 
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factions, the ‘ Mysoreans ’ and the ‘ foreigners.’ I 
have heard it said that Mysore could not get along 
without the Enghsh over-rule, for that alone pre- 
vents the two parties from flying at each other’s 
throats. That may be too strongly expressed. 

Just as in Travaneore, there is here much jealousy 
about the Diwan being so often brought from abroad. 
Yet the Diwanship preceding, which was that of a 
Mysorean, is stated not to have been a success. 
This is obviously a question upon which a stranger 
cannot form an opinion. But, in a large sense, 
Mysore seems to have many of the more admirable 
features of a democracy. It is government for the 
people, if not altogether by the people. The last 
element is not neglected. 

I had vaguely supposed the Representative 
Assembly to be a sort of toy. Not at all. It 
has been in successful running since the Rendition, 
more than a quarter of a century ago. The 
Diwan beheves it to be not merely a safety-valve, 
but a real and a large factor in the well-being of 
the country. Though it sits for but one week in 
the year (October), its opinions, freely expressed, 
are seriously regarded. It helps keep the people 
happy and contented. They not only feel that they 
have a hand in conducting their own affairs,' but 
they really have it. The Diwan would like to see 
the same factor at work in British territory. 
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Another dciuocratic feature in Mysore is the fact 
that sociall}^ it is almost a dead level. There are few 
distinctions of rank .save those duo to officialdom — 
which, of course, is a state of things always liable to 
degenerate into a bureaucracy. The single great 
hereditary noble in the land is the late Diwan (Sir 
Krishna Murti). He, by the way, is I’omembered, 
by Europeans and others, for the quality of a 
nobleman, personal geniality. Nowhere is so much 
money .spent as in l\Iysore iqjon local pui'poses — 
which is about the Radical ideal at Homo. In 
few Indian lands is there so much money to spend, 
owing to the Kolar Gold Field, and to other causes. 
The ideal seems to be genuinely the greatest happi- 
ness of the greatest number. 

i\Iysoro is evidently, when one stops to think of 
it, the Canarese kingdom, the Canarese nation. 
Hung between the Marathas and the Tamils. It was 
long a sort of buffer State ; and a buffer State is 
seldom one of strong personality. But the Canarese 
people are now having their revenge over their 
neighbours, I have nowhere seen such a level of 
popular prosperity and cleanliness in India or in 
Kashmir. I could write an article on the two towns, 
a largo village and a Taluka centre, through which 
I was somewhat minutely taken. It Avas a revelation. 
Such spotless cleanliness of streets, courtyards, and 
houses ; such decent, human habitations, in Avhich 
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one could live oneself without the certainty of 
snuffing out. 

Such excellent, neat clothing, even for children 
of an age who would everytvhere else go naked. 
And the average income per house, apparently, six 
or eight rupees (about half a pound) — or less. I 
suspect that the living of the people is of less 
striking excellence than tlieir housing and their 
clothing ; but into this question of food I cannot 
go. It is the common people who everywhere 
count, economically. And all the things which a 
quite poor man needs seem here to be of the 
cheapest. That is surely a democratic consumma- 
tion. Every^vhere I noticed little signs of the 
civilising superfluous — not only the bare neetaul, 
but something over. 

I asked how many officers there were drawing 
Rs. 500 (£33 odd) a month or over. The answer 
was : ‘ Three hvmdred.’ The Mysore Provincial 
Service, unlike that in British India, is recruited 
by competitive examination. I have known two 
(confessedly picked men) out of the 68 Amildars of 
the State. About 10 per cent of them are admitted 
to be bad. But they get into trouble, for the Diwan 
is death on corruption. 

Everywhere I was told that the beginnings of 
the prosperity I saw were the work of English- 
men. But the good work is being carried on by 





r.E'lTEUS FROM MALABAR 125 

IiKlianti ; and, I am told, better than Englishmen 
could do it now. Indians can watch their sub- 
ordinates better ; they are simpler, cheaper, more 
in touch with the people. The conclusion, which 
the Diwan endorses, is that Englishmen are best 
fitted to initiate, but Indians to carry on, such 
work. 

‘There is no intrigue in i\Iysore,’ the Diwan once 
said proudly. Others have told me there is some 
intrigue here, but le.ss than in any other Native 
State. A keen oflicer told me that, after a little, 
Mysore might even equal the standard of Baroda, 
where tliere is such an admirable and leonine ruler, 
more able than any of his own ]\Iinisters. The present 
Diwan thinks that the standard is already higher 
here, .since it docs not depend upon any one man. 
He believes the prosperity and elBciency in Mysore 
to be greater than in any other territory, Britisli or 
Native. ^rVnd he dates this special rush of progress 
from the Rendition, in ISSl. That is humiliating for 
us, who like to pat ourselves on the back for that 
act. But to think that the Mysore people began to 
be truly happy from the day' we let them go ! There 
are depths of Horae Rule sentiment in the Diwan, 
and in my other friends here, which I have not dared 
or cared to explore. I do not know what con- 
clusions to chraw. Mysore is the right land of Swa- 
deshi. It is also Sivaraj (Self-Rule). 



CHAPTER XV 


TPIE ADMINISTjRATION OF COCHIN 

(a KIt,\C.1IENT) 

X HAVE long noted the wholly disproportionate 
amount of attention wliich Kashmir has always 
attracted throughout the centuries. The modern 
Kashmir State is, to be sure, one of the most con- 
siderable in India ; but it is the Valley, of less than 
2000 square miles, which is so famous. In a more 
local way the tiny State of Cochin has attracted an 
attention almost as disproportionate. It is about 
one-thousandth part of the area of what used to be 
the Indian Empire, before Burma and Baluchistan 
Avere added on either side. By population, of course. 
Cochin is more nearly one three-hundredth part. 
Its area, again, is roughly one-hundredth part that 
of the Madras Presidency. It is necessary to re- 
member every fraction of it — 1361i square miles. 
It is one-quarter the size of many a British District. 

When the Raja is stated to hnoAV every detail of 
its administration one is tempted to answer flip- 
pantly that such knowledge need not be extensive. 
You could almost fling your shoe, in Scripture 
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phrase, over parts of the State. It recalls, what 
with the way Travancofe cuts into it at the back. 
Max Muller’s jest about 'how you could not throw 
a stone, in some of the German States of his youth, 
■without danger of its falling across the frontier. 

But Cochin (which is still apt to be confused, at 
home, ■with Cochin-China) is important and interest- 
ing wholly out of proportion to its size. Nowhere, 
probably, is there so small a territory so richly 
diversified both in its natural features and in its 
inhabitants. A third part of the State consists of 
rich forests, containing unequalled teak and rose- 
wood. Here are a few woodland tribes, some of 
them living on platforms in tree tops : elephants are 
the enemy. This leaves a density of some 1000 per 
square mile for the remainder of the State. The mere 
quarter part of the population who are Christian 
boast betAveen them at least half a dozen Prelates 
of sorts. Bishops and Archbishops. The Hindus are 
among the most exclusive, and at the same time 
most curiously tolerant, in the world. The last trait 
is illustrated by the fact of their now having a 
Brahmo Diwan. 

I have been given a book about Cochin, which 
would make several dehghtful days of reading, the 
first volume of the ‘ Census Report,’ by IVIr. Sankara 
Menon. I have been offered other material, and 
interesting too, which might have been digested by 
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‘ fcho giant race before the Flood.’ Coclun, when not 
grossly mismanaged, naturally hums with prosperity. 
Much of the great interest which it e.xcites is in- 
evitable and permanent. 

All this, however, has been intensified, since the 
beginning of the year now ending, by the appoint- 
ment of Ml'. Albion R. Banerji as Diwan, Both as 
a member of the Indian Civil Service, and person- 
ally, ho offers some guarantees never before equalled 
by an Indian Diwan. His work is constantly being 
discussed in the Press of Southern India. But few 
can realise the bulk which these discussions have 
already reached. Cuttings from some ten Indian and 
Anglo-Indian newspapers, on the subject of Cochin, 
within this year, fill two large scrap-books. They 
would, together, make a good-sized volume, and 
one of considerable interest. They chiefly concern 
the reforms restlessly initiated or suggested. About 
the details of these, oven the fools who write letters 
to the Editor know more than I can possibly hope 
to, though I have been granted every facility and 
aid, though I have met more Heads of Departments 
than I can count. 

Mr. Banerji is constantly compared to the expert 
engineer, employed to sot machinery right by tight- 
ening it up here, throwing out a rejected screw there. 
Naturally, the rejected screws hate him ! But it is 
interesting to have him testify to the reasonableness 
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of the Native Press in its comments and demands, 
as representing a public really worthy of respect. 
His principle seems to be efficiency, although on a 
somewhat small scale. ‘In small measures, men 
may perfect be.’ After all, the income of Cochin, 
Rs. 35 lakhs (£233,310), is more than one-third 
that of great Kashmir. Mr. Banerji evidently has 
no patience with the dangerous tendency often 
expressed in the east by Festina leyite. There are 
in Cochin but five Tehsildars (lately seven), as 
compared with 31 in Travancore, and 68 in Mysore. 
There is but one Diwan Peshkar (lately two), as 
compared with four in Travancore. Things are 
done more economically here. Of officers drawing 
Rs. 500 or more per month, of whom there are 300 
in Mysore, Cochin has barely a dozen. 

After a week here employed in nothing but learn- 
ing, I feel myself more utterly ignorant, more in- 
competent to give an opinion, than after a similar 
or longer period in Mysore. The people seem at least 
equally prosperous with those in Mysore. They are 
much more strange, also much more dainty. There 
is something deficate and graceful in the very sight 
of the httle girls walking about with their reed um- 
brellas. Here is a civihsation which, though we can- 
not imderstand it, evidently deserves respect. For 
such a people, aheady thriving and intelligent, Mr. 
Banerji is doing his best, which is much. How does 
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his position compare with that of a Collector ? 
There is greatly more circumstance, responsibility, 
power of initiative, opportunity, and inspiration. 
He is fortunate above all in his youth. He may be 
on the verge of a truly great career. 

M * * ■* 



CHAPTER XVI 


THE ADMINISTRATION OF TRAVANCORE 

A COUNTRY about as large as Wales, and at 
least as variegated. The very shape is not 
unlike that of the Principality. There is a similar 
combination of mountains and of sea. The popula- 
tion of Travancore is not only greater than that of 
Wales, at present, but vastly greater than that of 
historic Wales, vrhich probably never exceeded a 
hundred thousand. 

In Trivandrum intellect is said to be a drug on 
the market, and to go begging. A narrow, an im- 
practical, a merely literary talent it has been called ; 
yet it is much. A complicated country, ivith a 
long and thrilling history, of which practically no 
Englishman knows anything. How a cultured 
Travancorean’s face will light up at the mention 
of the ancient Eiingdom of Shera, which is the 
Tamil for Kerala ! 

It is still the home of a social system, the matri- 
archal, which is singularly elusive and hard to 
understand, which exists nowhere else among a 
civilised people. That the Malabar people are 
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civilised there is no manner of room for doubt: 
This is what makes them unique — the grafting of 
Brahmanical institutions upon a matriarchal system 
of society. It also seems to make them pecuHarly 
elusive, hard to understand. They are said to be 
not exactly shy. But they - flow away from the 
stranger like quicksilver. 

A country of 3,000,000 people, of a prosperity 
which is indicated by its revenue of Rs. 100 lakhs 
(£666,666). A country never conquered, it is to be 
noted, by the British. It is a point of pride for 
Travancore that to this day any disputed question 
must be settled by a reference to Treaty stipulations. 
It is only owing to quite peculiar local circumstances 
that a State of this size and importance depends 
upon Madras, and not upon the Government of 
India. There is no other instance of i Presidency 
controlhng a State of this class. The circumstances 
which brought this about were largely geographical. 

‘ This last corner ’ — as I have heard Travancore 
aptly defined. The Madras Presidency would now 
feel lost without this noble southmost State. It 
offers to Madras Civilians a culminating post which, 
though not the highest, must be far more interesting 
and romantic than some posts which outgrade it. 

But even greater is the debt of Travancore to 
Madras. I have heard much lately of the exception- 
ally wise spirit of moderation which actuates the 
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Madras Government. In the 3Iadras Presidency 
(saiiietimes called, in India, the Benighted Presi- 
dency), which almost ought to be called the en- 
lightened, there seems to be a happy touch between 
the people and the administrators. I can only judge 
from the outside. But the vicious spirit of faction 
seems to bo as remote as is any danger of famine. 
When there are political contests, by a tacit and 
highly honourable convention, Trhith does not exist 
at present in all parts of India, women are regarded 
as being outside party. It has been a great relief, 
during the last six weeks, to mad myself ioeyend 
even the ignoble echoes of any sediriem 

In vain I inquire how 3Iadra~ prodnaes sath good 
administrators, since few of them have gone there 
originally from choice, diadras seems to shape 
these men to its purposes despite ahemseiTes. There 
is something telh'ng in the inherited spirit tf me 
administration, from a pemoa lar an.teaatmg 
Jfonro. A point which worii mnhe a gaud leader, 
but wiiicii 1 can only mmaate nere. as mast me 
importance of havnag me maxras aramiami m 
breadth and tolerance naore aargesy repiresenten 
at the In<iia House ; for GtTemnaemts are not so 
wise in all parts of Incan, one people are, 

to be sure, esperialij easy m> grrmmt yet 
miglit be mlshanoiei. All mas notue mnnras 
tradition dialabar has nan xne rensmen nenenx m 
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during a century. At tins moment, two Madras 
CiviEans administer the two Malabar States. 

Still, what can a stranger say of profit about the 
Travancore Administration ? I hare at least been 
enabled to see things from as nearly as possible the 
centre. During several weeks I have journeyed up 
and down Travancore, and also across it by railway, 
at the expense of the State. I have met the Ma- 
haraja, the little Ranis, the venerable Kerala 
Varma, o.s.i., the Diwan, the Chief Secretary, and 
various Heads of Departments. I have known 
two out of the four Diwan Peshkars, and five out of 
the thirty-one Tehsildars. 

Now what shall I say of the last, the Tehsildars ? 
I have known this grade of officer all the way south- 
ward from Kashmir — but nowhere more suave than 
in Travancore. These Tehsildars are generally 
B.A.’s, drawing from Rs. 125' to Rs, 200 a month. 
To me they appeared to be charming men — ^natur- 
ally, since they were largely engaged in earing for 
my wants. This they did with much efficiency. 
But the business of an Opposition is to oppose. 
The business of Revenue Officers is to collect 
revenue, and to dispose promptly of cases con- 
nected therewith. Now I am arrested by this 
sentence in the Diwan’s Address to the Sri Mulam 
Popular Assembly in November : ‘ Work of Pesh- 
kars and Tehsildars: Government are unable to 
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speak of the work of. these officers with satisfaction.’ 
What can I add ? 

It is notorious that alike in Mysore, Cochin, and 
Travancore, specially able Diwans have lately been 
palled in after a period of muddlement. In Trivan- 
drum, the Chief Secretary, Mr. A, J. Vieyra, keeps 
things running smoothly during any temporary 
absence of the Diwan. At the Pubhc Offices I was 
pleased to see a son-in-law of the late very able 
Maharaja, with the right to be called Raja himself, 
working away at Rs. 400 a month as Under-Secretary 
for Education. This is unhke the state of things in 
Cochin, where the very numerous Princes (40 of 
them !) are being trained to earn their Hving abroad. 

Of each of the three southern Diwans I have 
heard it claimed that he is the very ablest of the 
three. I can at least imderstand this claim for Mr. 
Rajagopalachariar after having talked closely with 
him. No Diwan, surely, can have less nonsense 
about him, less afiectation, less waste of force. He 
suggests an athlete concentrated for work ; and yet 
he wiU go carefully, avoiding upsetting things. He 
has obviously hardly begun his work as yet. The 
official literary man of the State, and a clever one, 
is Mr. Nagam Aiya, author of the ‘ State Manual.’ 
He has served as Acting Diwan not less than five 
times ; and had claims to the substantive appoint- 
ment, had it not been considered necessary to bring 
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in once more, as so often before, a man from outside 
the State. The present Diwan has known the 
Malabar Coast, off and on, for eighteen years, both 
in British Malabar and as Diwan of Cochin. 

I also hear Mr. Madhava Bao everywhere spoken 
of as a noble gentleman, large-hearted and large- 
minded, whose two years here were a little Golden 
Age for Travancore. I get glimpses of parties that 
pull pretty violently — ^Nairs against Brahm.ans, 
and native Travancoreans against so-called 
foreigners. The Maratha Brahmans from Tanjore, 
known as Baos, have an amazing predominance in 
politics, with some natural gift for administration ; 
and next to them come the Tamil Brahmans. The 
elusive quality of the Malabar people proper seems 
to hold, even in politics. They slip away from the 
best posts, though much against their will ! 

Of officers drawing Bs. 500 or more per month there 
are in Mysore 300, and in Cochin hardly a dozen. In 
Travancore there are 30. A Native State is dread- 
fully apt to change its whole policy with each Diwan 
that comes. This tendency to oscillation is natur- 
ally most marked in the smallest States, which 
are most easily set in motion. Mr. Bajagopala- 
chariar sees a safeguard against this tendency in 
Travancore in the equable character of the Ma- 
haraja’s mind. His Highness is said to have a 
genius for continuity of policy. If once convinced 



LETTERS FROM MALABAR 


137 


of the excellence of a given measure, he can hold 
steadily to it through successive Diwanships. He 
has had but six Diwans, not counting tlje present 
one, in twenty-two years. 

It is interesting to hear the Diwan’s warm praises 
of the work done, in one week per year, by the still 
new Popular Assembly. The entire machinery of 
State seems to stand still for a week, while it is over- 
hauled from top to bottom. Travancore takes 
splendidly to this democratic institution. Of the 
members the Diwan says : ‘ They are all clever.’ 
That is a tremendous thing to say of 100 men. 
They are also just, and eminently practical. 
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